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Crethea Muſarum comitem, cui carmina ſemper 

Et citharæ cordi, numerosque intendere nervis: 

Semper equos, atque arma virtm, pugnasque canebæt. 
VirGiL's EN NID. 


And Cretus, whom the Muſes held fo dear: 
He fought with courage, and he ſung the fight, 
Arms were his buſineſs, Verſes his delight. 

Drxyvr::. 
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LoxD ROBERT MANNERS. “ 


INSCRIBED TO 


HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF RUTLAND. 


VI blue-hair'd Nereids of the Caribbe main, 
Where were ye fled when this lov'd youth was {lain * 
V. as it the horrour of the cannon's roar 

1 hat chac'd ye from the deep, to ſome calm ſhore ? 


Who fell in the fight off the Ifles of the Saints, on the 
12th of April, 1782, in the action between the Britiſh and 
French Fleets, under the commands of Admiral Rodney and the 
Count De Graſſe; Lord Robert Manners then commanding the 
Reſolution, of 74 guns. 
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His Father's brow, and did his ſame refou 
Where were ye firay'd, on Pi: hill or dale, 
That you ne'er knew his fate, or hearu his wail : 
A youth ſo gentle, and at once fo brave, 
Deſerv'd the mced of à funereal grave; 
Deſerv'd the meed of a parental tear, 
Deſerv'd the meed of ſome melca:icus Seer. * 
Thrice hapleſs me, ay me! I fondly dream, 
Unequal to the praiſe of ſuch a theme. 

Ye Claithck Siſters lift the ſacred ſong 

For him ſo fair, ſo wiſe, ſo brave, ſo young; 
Who for his country bore the bitt'reſt pain, 
Who for his country did the ſea diſtain 

With patriot blood, ſuch as did whilom run 
From young Aaenis, and from Peleus ſon; 
Nor did the two make up in form and fame, 
A mind and body equal to his claim, 

Oh he was comely, courteous, and humane, 
And when he ſell, perfection's ſelf was ſain ! 
But ſay, what bocts this ſad, inceſſant care, 
Heav'n can alone the mournful loſs repair! 


» I have never been able to define what a meledieus fear was; 
- + } > . ** 4 1 * } P ! * " 
J have therefore attributed ter to be an error in the preis, and 
not to the Author, who muſt have written Ser 3 though deeper 
commentators than mytelf may find melody in a fcar. 


Thee, 


E 21 
Thee, Sailor, thee, the Caribbe Iſles ſhall moan, 
And chiſlels grave thy name on faireſt ſtone: 
The merry Mariner, in doleful tune, 
Ou ſilent nights, beneath the ſilver moon, 
In ditty long, not tedious, ſhall rehearſe 
His gallant Captain in unpoliſh'd verſe ; 
And pin Attention's ear with rude delight, 
Jo while away the limping hours of night. 
And where wert thou, Bellona, Queen of Arms, 
Who pledg'd thy ſelf to ſhield him fate from harms ? 
Not all the youths who led the Grecian war, 
Poſieſs'd the merits of the gallant Tar ! 
Nor all the noble Trans, which withſtood 
The mighty torrent of the Grecian blood, 
Could boaſt the virtues of this gentle. youth, 
Or match his dignity of peerleſs truth ; 
Who periſh'd timeleſly in adverſe hour, 
Of all our Summer's pride, the faireſt flower ! 
Ye wayward Fates, how careleſs did ye twine, 
His vital thread—Alas ! could nought incline 
Your ſouls to ſpare ſuch valour, ſenſe and grace, 
Pride of our [ſle, and glory of his race! 
Thy arrow, Death, alas! didſt now ſubdue 
The heart of Mannes, and of Rutland too! 
But ere thou throw'ſt another, guarded be, 
That giant Time don't draw his bow on thee. 
But ceaſe this ſolemn thrall and piteous moan, 
Verſes for him are con'd in Helicou. 
See, from the rapid Cam, the reverend God 
Riſes in tears to preſs the verdant ſod; 
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And brings us laurels green, and myrtles ſere, 
To ſcatter round, in honour of his bier: 

For he, alas! had none; yet high in glory 
Poets ſhall raiſe the fame of ſuch a ſto: --; 


And tell, with all the fire and zeal of pride, 
That Manners bravely conquer'd, when he died!“ 


— — —— — 


6 O N N K 1. 
WaI TT In in CYxnTRa, PorTuGat, 


Mr 16, 1772. 


8 HE was fair as the Queen of the Skies, 
And chaſte as Diana behev'd ; 


I thought myſelf bleſt with the prize, 
Ah, well-a-day I was deceiy'd ! 


She was pure as the ſweet Queen of Health, 
She was Nature's firſt perfect deſign; 

I call'd her my treaſure of wealth, 
Ye Gods ! when her heart was'nt mine. 


I lov'd her, ye Gods, more than gold 
I lov'd her, ye Gods, more than you ! 
To another her friendſhip ſhe fold— 
She had not ſufficient for two, 


S In his will, which he made while on his paſſage to Engiand, 


he left two: inty pounds a year to every Sailor . was wounded in 
ihe auen on board the Reſolut ien, 


I tell 


CS | 
I tell to theſe proves my fad tale, 
The turtles they pity my woe; 
And ED as through the vale, 
She is faichleſs and pray, let her go. 


Sure, 1t 15 unkind to repeat 

What I fgh'd in my grief to the wind ; 
did not intend it thould meet 

Ev'ry ear, that my Nymph was unkind. 


But when that they learn'd the ſad tale, 
The Nymph of each tree and each grove, 
'The God of the mount and the dale, 
Condol'd tor the luts of my love. 


The Goddeſs of Cyn!ra confeſs'd, 
She had ſooner believ'd that the doves 
Their young had forſook in the neſt, 
Than a Satyr had blighted our loves. 


She vow'd, and confeſs'd, with a tear, 
That ſhe had much ſooner believ'd 
Pina Verde“ was wither'd and ere, 
Than ſuch a ſweet Nymph had deceiv'd. 


* Pina-LY-rd-, a garden planted on the fide of a mountain, by 
the hands of the celebrated Don John De Caſtro ; which garden, 
and the houſe, he bequeathed to the public, ordering two beds 
to be prepared every night, with refreſhments, for two travellers ; 
and the Eaſtern Gate always to ſtand open, Cloſe to the fide of 
the houſe are two orange trees, which he brought from Ching in 
1515, and from which hays ariſen the great fruit trade of Portuge!. 
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Oh Goddeſs! then comfort your ſwain; 


7 


How fhall a fond ſhepherd behave ? 
Shall I turn her abroad on the plain, 
Or with ſorrow decline to the grave? 


No—take her again to your heart, 
Here's virtue appears with a ſmile ; 
«© She 15 chaſte, and you yet may be bleſt, 
So bear her away to your Iſle !” 
With Jus, ye Muſes, rejoice, 
Ye vallies of Cyx:ra, reſound ; 
To muſick each Nymph join her voice, 
And wantonly dance on the ground. 


”Tis all incantation around, 
With Genii and Fairies ye rove ; 
*T was here that I Paradiſe found, 
And Pollia was Eve of the grove: 


Ye Trav'llers, who roam to this ſpot, 
Who admire what is great and ſublime, 
May ye never experience my lot, 
May ye never be ſad when ye rhume. 
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VCC 
From OVID, ix His BanISHMENT, 
To CORINNA, 1 Rows. 
Gere, 1772. 


Sine wefte D.anam. 


1 N dreary exile, on theſe barren plains, 

Where Czx/ar's frowns purſue, and Cæſar's chains; 
Where Horrour ſtares, where famiſh'd Famine flalks: 
And worſe than all the reſt, where Dullneſs walks: 
Where the three roſy Graces, heavenly ſheen, 

Ne'er ſmil'd attendant on tne Aren Qucen; 
Where the ſweet Loves were never known to ſtray, 
Nor the dear Muſes ra:te the I rick lay! 

In ſuch a £24, unſocial, leaden gloom, 

Does Ori breathe a thouſand nighs to Rome 

A thouſand ſighs to love, to beauty dear, 

Once ſweetly wiuſper'd in Cori:na's ear: 

Corinua, * Julia, beauteous, diftant love, 

Either, or both, which name you moſt approve | 
Theſe be; king. bleeding g griefs from Qv:4's hand, 
Atteud thce, Be :auty's Star, on Latium's land. 


The Author of this Eolſtle means to inſinuate, that Ovid 
celebrated Julia under the feigned title of Corinna. 


How 


1 
How very kind had great Auguſtus been, 
When firit he drove me to this diſtant ſcene, 
Had he revers'd your gentle Na/e' s. doom, 
And made it death, not baniſhment, from Rome : 
Not baniſhment from thee, illuſtrious Fair, 
My joy, my grief, my rapture, and my care, 
My morning's oriſon, my evening's pray'r! 
Ye kings, with hearts as iron, as your hands, 
Ye Fates, more hard than their moſt hard commands, 
Could ye conſent to Ces harſh decree, 
And fix damn'd baniſhment the fate of me:? 
The fate of one whoſe only fault was Love, 
If ſuch—the Stoicks can che paſſion prove; 
The only mark of Heaven I tne. ſoul, 
And free as air, will live witkout controul : 
Will live, will ever reign about this breaſt, 
While Phe@bus gallops to the roiv Wett ; 
A flame for Julia, which can never die, 
While Cup:d' holds the flambeau of the ſcy! 
Love and the gentle Na/o cannot part, 
While Jalia's Image dwells within his heart, 
Can'ſt thou, amidit the circle of a Court, 
Where the gay Loves, and Joys, and Graces ſport ;; 
Can'ſt thou, Cirinna, cloud that pretty face, 
And think of Ov:!d's exile and diigrac >? 
Can'ſt thou, when ſeated by ſome happier man, 
Indulg'd to kits thy hand, and flirt thy fan; 
Can't thou revert thy am'rous, brilliant eye, 
And taink of gentle Na/e with a iizh 7 


Can f 
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Can'it thou, with that dull, brown, Num:diar boy, 


Faithleſs by nature, and too young for joy; 
Can'it thou reflect the blits with me you've prov'd, 
Vhen, wrapt in extacy, with Gods we mov'd ? 

f the remembrance of theſe joys return, 

In peace thy Ovid will embrace his urn; 

In peace he'll meet the melancholy bier, 

And blcfs his Julia with a falling tear; 

bleſs the ſweet object of his faithful heart, 
Where Time will find transfix'd fair Fulia's dart. 
Ah! ua, Jula what thoſe eyes have done! 
Had they ne'er open'd on the golden ſun, 
Hppy, a paſt'ral Poet I had been, 

Had i not lovely J. ibi naked ſeen: 

Revengeful Livia! to diſtreſs the Bard 

Whom chance, and-not inquiſitive regard, 
Drew to the limpid, ſheeny bath, where ſhe, 
Alecond [Tz was unveil'd to me! 

Oh! had thoſe chryital, ſilver waters been 
Mudded, not clear, theie charms 1 had not ſeen : 
Or hid her frozen chaſtity been ſuch, 

That, like the Sylyan Queen, her look or touch, 
Couidin a moment have transformed my frame, 
might have Jui ſeen—ſhe fay'd her fame! 
might have Jalia's tav'rite linnet flown, 

And twitter'd fonnets to her—all my own ! 
What did L with 5 Thete eyes had never ſcen? 
Then I had never lov'd my Roman Queen | 


Then I had never goated, never lov'd, 
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And all the elegance of beauty prov'd. 
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No, heaven-form'd Julia, rather be it iv— 
I've Lia een, and Lisa lives my toe : 
My toe inexorable—to Levin 2 
Who exilzs Na from the Fair he loves. 
Beloved 7, empreſs of my heart, 
W here theu wilt reign—till life and Ori part! 
Come, endlets Night! come, peace-performing 

Death! | 
And when thou tak'ſt this fad, cpartin, 1g breath, 
Let fome dee: m c1den, in lier ke 8 pride, 
Thus piteos wintper — “ Thus he liv'd, and 

dvd!“ * 
And it his n:emory is worth a tear, 
Let maids wa read his am'rous eee, bear 


— ot 


The firſt tweet bluſhing roſes of the vear, 
And with their lilly hands, in ve 22 bloom, 
Scatter their flow rets round poor Ras & ton. 


c Cu-. ua mars. fuit it A fig,” 

+ Tre Author always aflumed the name of Nas, from h 
aemirat.on of C<:!'s s paſt fon and poefſy ; and under the fictitious 
title of No aud Julia, be 15 addreſng tome female wth whom he 
callante@; and by this publi-, yet artful device, he correſpondes 
w.th her unſ. ected. 


2 


TG A PRETTY WOMAN 
OPENING OYSTERS. 


* 2 N US, the Beauty of the Cyprian ſhore, 
Wa call'd the Paphian Oyſter-wench ct yore; 

ec aute the from the toam of Ocean ſprung, 
So all the gay, romantick Poets ſung. 

Fable are 1 8 was an Oytſter- wench; 

Her mother kept a ſtall— ſold cod and d 

She upon Mo, * or ue was begot; 

Her lire a fiſherman, who lov'd his pot. 

Vulcan, a limping blackſmith of the place, 


« 3&7 a ' by * TY. 8 7 1 * p 
Fell much in love with NMits's pretty face; 
o * * . — * . 
And as the Smith enjoy'd a luſcious diſh, 
7.94% a ä ETSY f 
He'd joke and ſwear a Maid was ſpecial fiſh. | 
i 
Mall, or Mare. This prover, according to the methods 
laid down by that creat and excellent ſcholar, Mr. Jonatha: 4 
=; Tir tlie art iy 41 nd Or I:ty of: he Z 7 1 75 Language. 
Ny, and Van, common names with us, uſed to be ſpelt by 
the Latins Mile, Hi: , fac the firſt in delicacy of the 
ſex; the iecond in compliment to Vert, who was born of Mare, 
the Sea, Thete are Eorrupticns of languages, and which the 
very purity of the Latin is not fret from. 
We ule the word Mi,, or M, t5 this hour, as a: more en- 
dearing An me than Ala, and oftener beſtowed on the young | 
and haudl me, than an / that are not ſo. Lo prove the Launs 
Were not i rangers co it, I 75 > thus utes it t F 
6 Mole; eum r en of vi ig; Ru, 
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One day a piece of humour touch'd the God, 

He therefore to her oyſters brought a cod : 

He told her this, which tickPd like a feathe;, 
That cod and oyſer-fauce did well together 

She ſmil'd, and bobb'd, and to her T lin p'd, 
And gave a fine rock cod prepar'd and crimp 1: 
She, like a ſkilful cook, the thing did ſettle, 
And whipp'd cod's head and thoulders in her kettle ! 
Happy they lin*d upon this fiſhy plan, 

Till Henn, faw a lobiter of a man, 

A ſoldier too, with a broad noble back— 

Mars was the tellow, clad in armour black: 

His hue ſhe chang'd before ſhe went to bed, 

And in her kettle boil'd the lobfer red! 

Scarlet from thence is worn by men ot arms, 

In honour of the deed, and Beauty's charms. 
Madam, from Favs you have learnt the trade, 
As much a Beauty, and much more a Maid! 


— rn — — 
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Ax ELEGIACK BALLAD, 


WZITTEN AT GiBRALTAR, MARCH 2, 1772, 


To THE ONCE FAIREST or HER SEX. 


Ys Gods! what a wretch am I made! 
Is this a return for my love ? 

Is the ſenſe of my goodneſs decny*'d ? 

This conduct no God can approve ! 


Did I ſnatch you from ruin and ſhame, 
Like a flowret bent down wich the rain 
Did I raiſe you to virtue and fame, 
To fill my poor boſom with pain? 


Was this a return for my care, 
The moment you felt the warm ſun ? 


I dreamt it would lead to deſpair, 
When I taw ter—lI then was undone ! 


Put who, wath a boſom like mine, 

Could reſiſt all the charms of her face? 
I faw her, and thought her divine 
* Indced, the's the top of her race: 


I lov'd her, ye Gods! more than you; 
| doated on all that the 1aid ; 
Was It chen my impicty drew 
x our vengeance and curſe on my head? 


But 


1 4 
But you are unkind to reſent 
What Heaven itſelf ſhould approve : 
She's an Angel! and jut what you meant; 
And who then could ſee her, nor love? 


I never ſaw ye in the ſkies, 
Ye Gods and ye Geddefles ſheen ; 
Then why ſhould ye ſhew a ſurprize, 
That I worſhip an Angel I've teen ? 


My worſhip, my bliſs is no more! 
She err'd in the face of the ſun: 

I would, but I cannot adore— 
She's tallen—and I am undone ! 


O hear me repeat what ſhe ſaid — 
„ That I was her ſoul and her bliſs ! 

& That ſhe ne'er would be falſe to my bed!“ 
And ſhe ſealed the vow with a kiſs. 


I believ'd ker, indeed and I did; 
I cheriſh'd her morning aad eve: 


No dam ever hung ver its kid, 


She had nd occaltion to grieve. 


I thought myſelf bleſs'd as a King, 
The .olks, when we pais'd, would all ſtare, 
And pointiig, would merrily ting, 


„ Sze, there goes a fond happy pair!“ 


Ah! what a celuton was this! 


As ſnow you have ſeen 1n the ſun, 
ler coldneſs ſoon nipt all my bliſs, 
She melted—and I was undone ! 


* 
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the firit that ſhe ſaw ſhe was kind! 
To nie ſhe no longer was true: 
Je pangs of my foul and my mind, 
Nor my tears, could her pity renew! 


Si al 
' i 


1th my tears did I ſprinkle the ſtones, 
My boſom I beat in deſpair : 

ne pavement repin'd at my groane, 
As much as the runaway Fair. 


1% Gods: O attend my complaint: 
To deterve this, O what have I done ? 


le made her 1o much like a Saint, 
duch radiance no mortal could ſhun, 


Al! what do I fee 1n the ſhade ! 
iy Angel repos'd in his arms! 
AJ... 


las! is her virtue betray'd ; 
Or nine but a Lover's alarms. 


With him the retir'd to the grove, 
Wich pleaſure ſhe lean'd on his arm; 

ich thing that he whiſper'd was love, 
Each thing that he did had a charm, 


i made her a garden fo ſweet, 
I elected each ſlirub and each flow'r ; 
And her beauties to fave trom the heat, 
Of woodbine I made her a bow'r. 


But nought which I planted would pcalte, 
My myrtles and roles vere faint; 
She 1coft*d at my houſe and niy trees, 

And call'd my poſieſſions reutraint, 


& 
| 160 
If I gave her a noſegay, ſhe'd frown, 
| Compoſed of lilly and role ; 
From me ſhe would turn as a clown, F 
Nor deign its approach to her noſe : 


But chearfully took with a tmile, | g 
And laviſhly prais'd all his flow'rs; 
Ye Gods! how my boſom did boil! 


My eyes pour'd a deluge of ſhow'rs. 


: His roſes were ſweeter than-mine, 
| Ulis orange flow'rs had more pertume ; 
Nine «ce mock, “ I contcels and repine, 
{4 
25 dl * Ws : wy - 8 8 
DUC ux {I uld that make him Preuss 2 
1 3 6 
k Put, Oh! to recount all my pains 


Would fill up a volume of Sighs : 
Who with pleature can conſtrue thele {trains ? 
Who would ſeek to have Niobe's eyes? 


>he lov'd him ſo much, ſhe'd deny 
| Herielt, to my friends and to me; 


N With him to the thicket the'd fly, 

Ja And the bloſſom he'd kits like a bee. 

8 5 

| | The hour I ſhal] never forget, 

1 When her hair was diſhivell'd and torn 
| To me it was endlets regret— 

if Ye Gods! had I never been born, 

if 

[| 
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Ye Gods! when ſhe enter'd the room, 
I ſaw that her necklace was broke; 
And conſcious, her cheek ſhow'd a bloom, 
Which ſhe try'd to relieve with a joke. 


Tho' this was a ſtab to my heart, 
Yet ſtill ſhe encourag'd the youth, 

And to rack me with every ſmart, 
He comfits eat out of her mouth ! 


Not contented with ſuch a repaſt, 
With rapture ſuch hybla to ſip, 
But in riot he fixed ſo faſt, 
He bit a tweet piece from her lip! 


Hell! fury! diſtraction! no more — 
O pity the pangs of my brain! 

My Reaſon, no longer deplore, 
Jam mad, and releas'd of my pain. 


O ye who have loud as I low'd, 
May ye never experience my lot; 
) neer let my love be reprov'd— 


With a job, be my hiftry forgot! 
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FAIR QUAL ER 
WalrrEX IN TEN MinvuTEs, OcT. 23, 1773. 


SPOKEN BY Ma. WEST ON, 
In TE CHARACTER Or DICK BINNACLE. 


Y ov necd not be ſurpriz'd that I'm dull as « 
Pelican, | 

When arriv'd without freight from the Harbour of 
Helicon : 

I might have as well made a voyage to the Pole, 

For there's poor entertainment for body and foul ! 

I nc'er in a trip was fo much thrown a-back, 

For I got not adram of gin, brandy, or rack; 

To be ſure, I ſaw plenty of verſes and rhymes, 

Yet { plaguily long'd for ſome punch made of limes! 

There liv'd a wite man, whom they call'd Mr. 
Phebus, 

Who wanted to load us with riddle and rebus ; 

But my Captain. a ſenſible long-headed Wag, 

Weigh'd his anchor, and gave Mr, Phabus the 
bag : 

But he being more lively one day o'er his grog, 

Bade me pen a Prologue, at noon in the log; 


And 


1 
And fince you're ſo ſmartly drawn up in a line, 
You ſhall have it, quite rough, as it came from the 
mine. 
For to tell vou the truth, tho' I can write much 
better, 
The Cat I ſhould have, if I alter'd a letter. 
Than us Sailors, you think you are wifer on ſhores 
It fo, then you know Capt. Sladrvels * no more: 
That he was a Tar, I think can't be deny'd, 
But hammock and Charles are thrown over the fide ! 
This Frigate he built ſhe has ſtood many ſtorms, 
And was by long ſervice the worſe for the worms: 


Mr. Charles Shadwell was the original Author of the Fair 
Praker, which, at the requeſt of Mr. Garrick, who was in great 
friendſhip with Capt. Thompſon, was altered by the latter, at 
Hampton. 


Mr. Garrick brought out the Maſque of King Arthur, with 
ſplendid ſcenes by De Lauberl, with a view of the Th of 
Whirhi, and the Naval Review. This Pageant miſcarried ; but 
how to make ſomething of the ſcenes became another queſtion : 
He therefore called on Captain Them? /21, at Kew, and begged 
him to come to Hampton: that night. Capt. Thompſon arrived 
about nine, where he found Mr. and Mrs. Garrick, and Hp, 
the Prompter. Says Carrict, “ could you alter the Fair Qratery 
and add a new Character to it?“ —“ Yes, (fays the Captain), 
vou {hall have a New Act to break fait.” Which was preſented; 
and while Mc. Garrick took an airing, he finiſhed the 2d and zd 
Act, with the Charadter of Pet Binnacli. This pleaſed Roſcius 
ſo much, that the parts were copied as faſt as he wrote them; 
and though he did not begin till the 2d of November, the play 
was performed on the gth, and ſucceſſively for fixteen nights, 
with the ſcene of the Review, and Thomſon's celebrated Song of 
Rule Britannia. | 


D 2 We 
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We have ſhifted her timbers, her planks, and her 


decks,' | 
And with pitch and freſh paint, we have hid her | 
defects : ? 
At the pump I have had a moſt damnable ſpell, 
And I ſwear there's no bildge-water left in the |} I 
well. 
The command too is given an old half-pay te- 
nant, 
Where Commodore V% will re-hoiſt his broad pen- |} 
dant. 
But you need not doubt him, he has long ſail'd 
this coaſt. 


And he'll give you new cauſe of his acting to boaſt, 
The veſſel's well mann'd, and well fitted with geer, 
And let's hope you will ſet her a- float with a cheer ! 
If you are ſo kind, we do not doubt our ſhip, 

So ſucceſs to the Frigate, and Commodore Flip / 


i 


ew ww 26a mAa.i...n.,.0CteaA MMM Yw WW .T.TY 


40 


* 


On Sine Miss RAY; 


MISTRESS ro LORD SANDWICH, 
Is Thk BARGE or ADMIRALTY IN THE TauzER. 
JUNE 309, 1774. 


PARODY. ox SHAKESPEARE. 


8 8 HE Barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſh'd throne, 
Burnt on the water: th' awning was filver ſilk! 
Bleached the ſails—the oars were crimſon red, 
Feather'd with white ; which to the tune of flutes 
Kept ſtroke, and made the water which they beat 
To follow iafter, as am'rous of their ſtrokes! 

For her own perſon, it beggar'd all deſcription ! 
She in the ſtern did lie on cloth of gold, 
O'er-picturing that Yeu, where we ſee 

The Fancy outwork Nature, 

Then ſhe did ting !—Ye Gods, how ſhe did fling ! 
Till all the boiſterous Tritons, blue and white, 
Gap'd with amazement, aud ſtood fix'd as maſts | 
Had the firſt Syrens been as powerful too, 

They had picrc'd the waxen ears of old CH, crew. 
Her melody ſo died adown the ſtream, ; 
Like the laſt notes of tome expiring Swan! 

Around her ſtood a crew of Captains brave, 
Hard-featur'd, brawny, ſun-burnt, tawny Chiefs, 
Whoſe very favagenels did melt in love, 
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Till 
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Till every Sailor's face appenr'd in {iniles, 


Like very wanton, veivet, dimp!'d Cpl.! l 

Oh, rare for Montan me -/ | N 
Yes, theſe gentle Captains, like the Tritons, , 
So many Mer men, tended her i' tþ eyes, \ 
And made their tends adorings. y 


At th' helm, a ſeeming Mer-mian ftecrs the barge ; 
Attentive all are emulous to work 

Th' obedient tackle, which rende 9 nick as thought, 
To the rough toughes of their willing hands. 

All Plymouth and her dock, and neighbouring towns, 
Camv/and, E., Anthony, . alt , and Srove, 

Mak. ry Jon Tt Ldge i ia/ e,. Tat 2 51 . and Thame, 
Caſt all their oevple out upon her charms! 

And ont guc, within bis cabbin thron'd, | 7 
Did fit alone, whittling unto the air; 
Which, but tor vacancy, had gone to gaze 
Upon this heavenly Ray of Beauty too, 
And made a gap in Nature, 


O! rare Wench 


Upon her landing, 3.nrague lent to her; 

Invited her to tupper—dhe reply'd, 

It would be better he became her gueſt, 

Whicl: the intended. Our courteous 12 ntague, 
Whom ns'er the word of No woman heard ſpeak, 
Peing barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the ſcaſt, 
And tor the ordinary pays his heart, 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Age cannot wither her, nor cutom tiale 

Her infinite variety. 


. 28. J 
Zhe is the Venn of that ſca ſhe ſails on! 
She hath no viggard, I, an days of love, 
No ſhart *liowance doth ſhe give of joy, 
But the main-broe doth /plice both morn and noon ! 
Mirth, manſtreitey, and wines, are at the maſt, 
Cuvd's bright ſtand rd 1oves around her charms, 
And with her all take Love at yu allowance! 


ES A FO Ws 9 A © 
T0 THE. MEMORY OF 
THOMAS LAYTON, or Kew, 
WHo WAS AN HONEST, Civil WATERMAN, 
H ERE lies a miracle of common ſenſc— 
A Waterman who never gave ottence ! 


O'er ThE imooth, filver ſtream his wherry flew, 
And landed Layton by the Church at Ac 
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Tut FALSE FAIR-ON E. 


Liz, MAZ en 13, 17 


72. 
* 

Y E Bitches Mie, create another Muſe; 

Quit ſmnock'd- face Pol for Venus levider ſtews: 

There ſome more vicious Rocheſer embrace 

BEeget a libel on the female race! 

Let ſuach a Sycorax provoke my ſpleen, 

Let me yet live and curie each damn'd diſſembling 
quean. 

Make this new Muſe deform'd, black, lean, and 
blind, | 

Arid let a hump ſhew ſhe's with child behind! 

Let all the ugly munſters of the earth 

Attend the horrid, heterogeneous birth! 

And it you give ſuch tenement a foul, 

Let it be like them all, but. far more foul. 

Hear, haggard mon er, and inſpire my heart, 

And teach me to direct the ponon'd dart; 

Let it with 1ach velocity be ſhed, 

That it may (nike ach taidnefs woman dead! 

Way, ye duvmblitg harlots, were ye made, 


To up, to troll the tongue, to bloom, to fade? 


Why gave the Gods fich painted charms to lure ? 
Why make yc fair and tlie me foul than pure? 
Why given to bl-;-, to prove a ſurer curſe ? 

Why ta'ea for better, aud why known for worſe ? 


Ye 


I 
Ye virtuous few, who do creation grace 
With fouls as ſpotleſs as your heavenly face, 
e I adore! and may ye ever prove 
A juſt return for innocence and love : | 
But may each blighting, blaſting curſe attend 
The vicious woman, to her vicious end. 
Curit be the fiend who ſtudies to betray, 
Who courts to lead the happy Dame aſtray ! 
May it not ſtop with me, but ſtill increaſe 
To him who ſack'd my feet domeſtic peace; 
May every rifing generation ſhew 
A iſple:n, and doubly damn him as I do! 
May biles, ſores, blotches on his carcaſe riſe, 
And rheum diſtill from his corrupted eyes! 
May he ne'er know the bliſs of ſleep or joy, 
And may that vulture Conſcience, now deſtroy 
His mind and body, by degrees; but till 
Keep him alive, to feel each gnawing ill! 
To fourſcore let him live, the wretch of ſhame, 
Then damn him to the hell from whence he came? 
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Sr. HELENA; ox, TRE ISLE oF LOVE. 


Aver, 1776. 


Orr Bard on bold advent'rous pinions flies, 

In ſearch of toreign beauties, foreign ſkies ; 

Tho” few the ſpots upon the world's great chart, 

Like this can pleaſe the eye, or charm the heart: 

Thy proſpect, Richmond, and thy ſylvan icenes, 

For ages honour'd by our Kings and Queens ; 

Where all our heroes have retir'd trom war, 

The vet'ran Soldier, and the gallant Tar ; 

Where all the Wits and Beauties of our Ifle 

Have deign'd to ſweetly ſing, and ſweetly ſmile ; 

Thro' whoſe Elyhan groves our Bards have play'd, 

Then peaceful flept beneath the laure!'s ſhade. 

To night we uſe no pantomime ſkill, 

To bring &. Helena to Richmond-H:!! ! 

That half-way houſe, where Jaa Captains bait, 

And to their cabbins take an extra Mate ; 

Where pompous Nabobs, rich by Bengal plunder, 

Talk of their lacks, to make the maidens wonder, 

And come, like Fove, in ſhow'rs of gold and 

thunder! | 

Where the briſk Sailor fings o'er bowls of rack, 

Nor ſighs for red cheeks, while his girl has black; 
He 


na  of A ba wo. 
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He teeks no roles to adorn her face, 
But laughs, in ſpight all the laws of grace. 
To night a ſirſt attempt our Author brings, 
To lead the Muſcs to the feat of Kings; 
Yeta fair Herald comes our cauſe to plead, 
Who with your * gentle natures muſt ſucceed ; 
For ſure no belle to her can cruel prove, 
Nor beaux—unlets he's with himſelf in love! 
Aye, there's the rub ! that is our greateſt care, 
Beaux love themſclves too well, to love the Fair! 
Ye + who have croſs'd our TwicPaham, {flexvorts 

ferry, 
l'm ſure of you; you're always kind and merry: 
There Thomas ſqueezes black eyed &/an's hand 
A kinder couple lives not in the land; 
William and John in Beauty's cauſe will fight 
Lend us your hands to row us 'croſs to- night; 
Give us your withes, and we drop all tears, 
You are the rudder which our veflel ſteers ; 
And if ſucceſsful, you'll this pleature prove, 
Upon this ſpot to fix the //e of Love ! 
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85 ET Lords about Court boaſt of ſtars and of 
ſtrings, 

And the Ladies of faſhion, of 3 and rings 3 

Here, look upon Sue, and the roſe on her face, 

Which beats all the rouge and the Cheer field grace. 


Would the quality gentry but yield up their winc, 
For a tap that is quick, and a liquor that's tine, 
Such fair linen cheeks would not always prevail, 
Were they erimſon'd with health, and ſuch liquor 


as Ale. 


No more of the vineyards of France and of Spain, 

Or what the huge /:4:aman rolls o'er the main; 

We deſpiſe foreign ſpirits, of brandy and "rack, 

If the brewer gives hop, and ſweet Sue gives the 
ſmack, 


Would the dames of the ton, and their daughters, 
dreſs leſs, 

And follow the manners of buxom Queen B, 

They would ruff up their necks, nor look puling 
and pale, 


Did they rouge up their cheeks with a jug of brown 


Ale, 


What does not our ſmall, fertile Iſland produce? 
Does the Phine, or the Tagus, pray, yield ſuch a 
juice? 


It 
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It is this that enables the Soldier and Tar 
To whirl on the foc all the thunder of war. 


Hence, ye Nabobs, to Iidia for rapine and ſpoil, 

Nor debauch with your wealth the chaſte ſons of 
this ſoil: 

Lads and Laſſes drink round, to the Plough and 
the Sail, 

Courts ale ruin'd by wine, while we're cheriſh'd 
with Ale. 


A SAILOR's DESCRIPTION 
| & Sie # © © 
HOUSE or COMMONS. 


WrITTEN UPON THE PRESENTATION OF THE 
PETITION FOR THE 


INCREASE or Tit CAPTAIN's HALF-PAY, 
FEBRVARY- 11, 1773. 

1 HEARD a Petition was going to be made, 

In tavour uf cich man of war, 


So I haul'd up my borulinet, and to the wind laid, 
To ſtand by cach brave brother Tar. 


Thro? 


FEY 
11 
Thro' Weftminfier-Fall T firſt paſs'd with ſurprize, 
Of which too I often had heard : 
It look'd like a barn of a wondrous ſize, 
Where thc ow!s were not feather'd, but furr'd. 


Up ladders and ſteps, up rat; and ſtairs, 
We pals'd, the Great Cabin to gain; 
Like beaſts to the Ark, who firſt march'd up in 
Pairs, 
To take a {hort crat on the main. 


Beaſts have left off ſuch tricks, now-a-days they're 
more wite, 
All the lie Hoc we carry is prefſe, 
Unleſs ſome few monkics, with tails of ſuch ſize, 
They look as it made tor a jeſt, 


When the Gall'ry we boarded, egad I was *maz'd, 
To look at the Oriop below, 

Where, lo! ina Chair, Mr, Parſon was rais'd, 
And he ſcem'd tbe great man of the ſhow. 


The reſt were ail civil little quarter-deck beaux, 
Who loll'd on barge cuthions at eale, 

And if I might judge by the cut of their clothes, 
They had not becn nuch on the ſeas, 


But one hungry wolf in Ccep's cloathing I 
twigg'd, 
All hid in a Captain's boat cloak 
0 5 1 5 Ks £ 3 ** 4 - 
I tipp'd him the hip, that he might be unrigg d, 
But the lubber would not take the joke, 


He 


” 


CY 
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He ſaid he'd come up too, and order me out, 
Unleſs I fat decently till ; 

I cry'd, “ Matter Hans ! but pray don't go about, 
For you may get up by your , * 


The Prieſt, from his looks, I thought promis'd 
great things, 
But he was a mere Moggy Lauder, 
For to thoſe who were tuck all with ſtars and with 
ſtrings, 
He kept bawling eternally, ** Order 7” 


Tt look'd like a ſchool, when the maſter's away, 
When the overgrown boys get to tricks; 

So when puſſy-cat tleep, the little mice play, 
As theſe, for the want of their licks. 


At length a magnanimous Admiral roſe, 
No gallanter boy ever ſu am; 

He has oft given a dreſſing to Old England” s toes, 
And to each jolly Sailor a dram, 


His ſpeech it was good, and receiv'd with applauſe, 
For he's a true Tar of the main; 

To England an honour, a friend to this cauſe, 
And a toe both to France and to ain. 


o ſooner he'd done but the wind roſe at North, 
And began for to damnably blow! 

Now ſend to the helm a good EIT of worth, 
Or the veſlcl will joon pitch Felow. 
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Con Phipps in a trice, like a hero appear'd, 
And in ſpite of this ſquall from the clouds, 
He conn'd, box d the compaſs, and gallantly feer'd, 
Nor ſtrain'd a ſmall yarn of the ſhrouds, 


Into harbour he piloted fately and well, 
This tight little ſmack, call'd Petition; 
Had it not been for him, ſhe'd have gone down to 
Hell, 


But now ſhe's 1n ſpecial conditicn, 


After bowing, and calling each other oft o'er 
All the names keen invention could reſt on, 

The word Honourable, ſoon heal'd up the fore, 
And they boldly bawl'd out for the Queſtion, 


The Queſtion being put, twas a queſtion of want, 
„ Shall theſe Sailors all flarwe while alive 

One hundred and fifty-four fouls faid, ** They ſhan't!“ 
While Yes!” 1aid the dogs forty-five. 


I out with my reefs, and my ſteering ſails too, 
And roll'd like a God 'fore the wind; 

I damn'd forty-five, boys, from caring to clue, 
And my meis- mates were all of my mind, 


WASHING 
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WASHING: W-E- EK 
To Carr. GEORGE THOMPSON. 


K E. Ws M 1 255 763. 


1 N tis, dear George, we both agree, 
(You bred in camp, I bred at ſca) 
That cleanlineſs is oft' 
A curſed plague about a houſe, 
And always met our juſt abuſe, 
When young with Mrs. Croft. © 


But to the Beggar and the King, 
Clean linen's a reviving thing, 

Yet theſe our plagues don't reach ; 
The Beggar ſtrips with jocund mora, 
In ſome quick ſtream, and on the thorn 

Spreads out his rags to bleach, 


The King, great man, ſends all his out, 
Not caring for a ſingle clont : 
But what's more happy ſtill, 
He's not obliged to count the rags, 
Nor ſtuff 'em into canvaſs bags, 
Oh no—nor write the bill! 


* An old, good Lady, who kept a lodging houſe in Bevery, 
with whom the Author boarded, when at that ſchool, under the 
Rev. Mr. Cake. 
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But Lord have mercy on us all! 

Whene'er we waſh, all hands muſt fall 
To fomething or another ; 

For Madam ſcolds, and flies about, 

Now up, now down, now in, now out, 
Dabbing thro' wet and ſmother. 


This curſed time all comfort flies, 

At ſix ſhe ſtarts—come, Neg, come ric, 
And get the lines hung out ! 

Yes, to be ſure, my dear, I cry; 

I dare as well be hang'd as he, 
For fear my dove ſhould pout. 


Breakfaſt is got, and whipt away, 

(Becauſe the waſhers want their tca) 
Before that I've half done: 

The doors all open—linen ſpread, 

The ſky looks black - come hither, Ae, 
Shall we have rain or ſun ? 


My dear, you need not be in pain, 

It does not look, I think, like rain ; 
Oh! then we'll hang out more— 

When, lo! the words have hardly pit, 

But puff there comes a heavy Þlait, 
And all muſt be rins'd cer ! 


Then ten- fold comes the peal on me—- 
You aſs, to be ten years at lea : 
See, ſee, the linen do !— 
I ſneak away, to have a 1mile, 
Snug, while I hear her all the while, 
Calling me black and blue : 


From: 


35 1 
rom 1tuch unlucky ſtorms of rain, 
Nothing with me goes well again, 

The dinner comes—and cold ! 
The meat, I cry, of ſoap-ſuds twangs, 
Up Madam gets, the door ſhe bangs, 

And re- begins the ſcold ! 


But what fill troubles more my mind, 
Amidit tuch griets, at once to find 
The waiher, as the wrings, 
Cracking fome jeit—then o'er the tub 
Paulcs a while—and cv'ry rub, 
With pleaſure ſweats and ſings. 


1 1 
, 


nate, I muſt confeſs, all dirt, 
And truly love a well-waſh'd ſhirt, 
Yet once a month this reek, 
Is more than any one can bear; 
But him TI hate—pray, make his ſhare 
A waſhing every week. 
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PoEtT-LAUREAT TO THE IMPERIAL Hovsk or 


Aus TRIA. 


Cas TLE, AT Richmoxp, Aud. 14, 1782. 


SHALL Metaftaiio fail, Ialla's Bard, 

Nor Auſtria ſhew the Laureat her regard? 

Be that reſerv'd tor England, Nurſe of Arts! 
Renown'd for wiſeſt heads, and braveſt hearts: 
The awful day Heaven ſeal'd the Poets doom, 
Our Rodney ſent ten thouſand to the tomb! 
The deed cterniz'd in the Book of Fame, 

In Metaftatio's death, and Gall:a's ſhame ! 


* Who died on the 12th of A, 1932, the glorious day on 
which Lord Rainey defeated Count De Graſſe, off the Ik; of 
the Saut. 


Omnia Liacet Amor, et nos Cedamus Amori. 


Ox Earth, at Sea, or with the Gods above, 

„% Love conquers all things, and we yield to Love!“ 
Thus happy fg tung in past'ral ftrain, 

Rehears'd by Dryzea on Britannia's Plain. 


How will the turgid billows of the ſea, 


With charming Poll'a's lovely form agree? 


The Muitc can”: fing in gentle ruſtick ſtrains, 

She never fed her ſheep on Mantuan“ Plains ; 

Nor pip'd with Pan + upon the oaten reed, 

Nor thro? a kind M.cccnas I knew one meed ; 

From Doris & ſprung, on whom ſhe can't depend, 
And at the Court of Neptune nceds a triend. 
Inſpire my veric, dear Mother of the Ma'n, 
Begin with me, my Muſe, the ſoft, Dor:d/ax ſcrain. 


Is there one praiſe Bellona has in ſtore, 
That is not due to thee, and ten times more? 
Can the deny her eniigns proud to thee, 

Or any martial honours of the ica * 
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Can ſhe deny the thundering cannon's roar, 

To honour Poi//z, when ſhe leaves the ſhore 2 

Or can the zephyrs hold the gentle brecze, 

To wing thee gently o'er the filver ſeas ? 

Soft, pleaſing Kuler of the pathleſs main, 

For thee the Mule prolongs her 1oft Doridian © rain, 


Come, tender Lady, all our honours greet, 
The pride of France {or laurels) kiſs thy fret ; 
A captive Prince adds triumph to thy train, 
And ail the wealth d ohnquer'd Acgnitarn'; + 


The Royal Sun 3 G Zire, furpaſs'd by thee, 
Degraded, burnt upon her native ſca, 

Contets'd the power oi Do ettania's Q Sons, 
Who ow'd their glory more to thee, than guns! 
The Raſſonable, Hero, || Acguitain, 

Confeſs'd thy poiw'r, as will imperious Sala; 
They help the Muſe to raiſe her ſoft Doridiarn train, 


For thee the zephyrs wave their ſcented u inge, 
For thee Bellona legal treaſures brings; 
*Tis thee inſpires her choſen ſons to deeds 
That Valour dictates, when a Denis leads! 
Soft, dear exccpiion of the female kind, 
Nor turn'd by wiimkcs, as the vane by wind; 
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Dor ſeiſbirc. 
+ Atgultain, an Fidiamem, by the MA 
+ Soleil Riyal, in A Bay. 
8 Dor ſes ur. 8 Ces. 
{| Subducd by the Vorſeitirt, in Quern Bay, 


Gentle, 


9 
Gentle, and true as periodic gales, 
As {oft as airs that fleep top-gallant fails : 
To thee we bring the treaſures of the main, 
The Muc ſublimes for thee her dear Dor;idian ſtrain, 


Could Xruta's villa ſpare my Pollia fair 
But on the turgid waves would Poua dare ? 
e mutt not aſk, we know vu can't refuſe 
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The kind Beiena, or her kinder Mate ;; 


An invitation terrible to thee, 


To pine and ficken on a ruthleſs tea : 
Oh, how the Mule for Pea fick hath ſgh'd! 
When billows made the pap veſicl ride; 
When notions various, unexpretsly deep, 
Weary'd the mind, and ſtole the balm ot fleep : 
Ti to a form divinely f ſweet, as thine, 
They could prove fo, wh wail they prove to mine“ 
Truſt not the bindet of the briny waves; 

Be cautious, Ladies, how you truſt their ſtaves: 
Sons of the Waves are ever ſons of Care, 

Reitleis in all, and if they're true, its rare! 

It vows will bind, believe thy Muſc again, 

Who vos all love to thee, thro' this Der:dan ſtrain. 


That all our deeds may be appro d by you! 
The por of Beauty every Tar declares 

Noi lets fiacerc, my Poliia, when he 1 

Beauty and Britain's flag ſhall rule the Wind, 
While Love is daried; and while ſhot is huri'd:; 
nder thy banner, will I, Te, prove 

A triend to virtue, and a child of love; 


Now let us with, and let the wiſh prove trus— 
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Defend thy charms, in ſpite of haughty Spain, 
And carrol love and thee, thro' this Doridian ſtrain, 


How muſt the Muſe apologize to thee, 
In fliding verie, or on the bended knee? 
May fhe attempt to preſs thy coral lip ? 
Will you forgive the pupil of a ſhip ? 
Will Polina grant the lip's ambroſial ſweet, 
And pity th' education of a flect ? 
Will ſhe believe theſe emanations true, 

When Love and Honor von they're writ to you? 
Will you forgive the humble ſuppliant Muſe ? 


Will you the favors that ſhe begs refuſe ? g 


Pardon the parallels ſhe rudely draws, 

And think her ſtrenuous in a Beauty?*s cauſe, 
If thy atfections, Pollia, ſtiil remain, 

A venal intereſt he contemns like Spain; 

A trivial wealth, a fricudſhip wrapt in N 
He can prefer to bunting “ pageantry ! 

And if his country needs his youthful arms, 
Exile awhile, he'll bear from Po///a's charms, 
He wants no favours f:om a partial crew, 

A public decd ſhall pay a public due ! 

Cringe on, ye ſycophants, the Muſe will raiſe 
Her note to cenſure, in the midit of praiſe : 
Serve Love and Britain with his inmoſt foul, 
Till life, and cruizing bottoms ceaſe to roll. 
Should fervice wear him in his youthful days, 
To quit his quarters it the midſt of praiſe, 
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* Athia ſtuff of which flags are made. 
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The Tar with honour will retire to ſleep, i 
And with his Pollia tend the peaceful ſheep ; 
In love and friendſhip with my Pollia reign, 
Relate the labours of the yeity main, 
And chaunt to thee till death, the kind Doridlian 
Nrain. 


F 


To Rr 


O F Se. Peter 'twas ſaid, in the days of the Ferws, 

In Judaca no Fiſher could ſtand in his ſhoes ; 

But this I affirm, and I'm ſure with no drift, 

That he ne'er, like ST, KiTtTTY, was put to the 
r 

Nay, I'II bet Biſhop Warburton fiſty to ten, 

That he never like her was the FHF Men 1 


Vor. II. G $ nr 


„„ 


THe LROUT-STREAM, 


A. SONNET To EMMA. 


Ivy-BrIDGe, Devon, JUNE 23, 1780. 


Wu I ftray by the ſtream with my rod, 


And Emma comes ſauntering by, 
The trout ſeem to riſe at her nod, 
More allur'd by her charms than the fly ! 


Is that any wonder to tell ? 
When Eve in her beauty appears, 
The ſnail will creep out of his ſhell, 
And the lion will prick up his ears! 


Fove in ev'ry creature 
Implanted the duty, 

To adore ev'ry feature 
In feminine beauty. 


Tis Woman I worſhip, to Beauty I kneel ! 
The Gods gave the Angel to teach us to feel! 


10 
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1 
PRETTY WOMEN or ENGLAND, 


WHO HAVE ESCAPED THE TROWEL OF THE 


IMALL-POX, 


YE beauteous Siiters of our ſea-girt Ile, 
On whom the hand-maid Hebe deigns to ſmile, 
Do you not think ſome little tribute's due, 

In honour of our peerleſs Montague ? 

Are ye not fair, as fair Circaſſian Maids, 

And learned as the Girls of Pindus ſhades ? 
"was ſhe preſerv'd the beautics of each face, 
And made our Belles the glory of the race ! 
Hence to her fame, let Art and Genius raiſe 
The grateful Monument of Beauty's praiſe 3 
And ou the column let theſe lines be writ, 
More to declare your gratitude than wit ; 


* This by the Britiſh Beauties, peerleſs Dame, 

* Was rais'd, in honour of your worth, and fame! 
To tell with gratitude the riſing race, 

© That you preſery'd their beauty from diſgrace ! 

© That from Circaſſia's ſhore you brought the art 
Oft ſaving at which firſt allures the heart: 


cc 


* Recommending to them the erection of a Monument, to the 
ſenſible Lady Mary Wort, Montague; tor her happy introduc- 
tion of Inoculation, 


G 2 « All 
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& All the tranſcending beauties which we boaſt, 
© The joys peculiar to a reigning toaſt ; 

& The life of pleaſure, and the love of ſway, 

© Without the obligation to obey ! 

& All this we owe to you !—This ſcepter'd pow'r, 
© Which ſuppliant man confeſſes ev'ry hour, 

© Thanks, noble Dame! and let this column tel! 
£ The lively ſenſe of ev'ry beauteous Belle; 

« Here ſhall the ſweeteſt Maidens yearly ſmile, 
* And the firſt roſes ſcatter round the pile.“ 


_- 
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ON rukx FiRE-worRks DISPLAYED IN MaRryY- 


BoNE GARDENS, BY MoxstE TUR TORRE, 


or waicnu Mas. F 


COMPLAINED TO Tur 
MAGISTRATES, THAT THEY MIGHT 


BE SUPPRESSED, 


A LAS! Monſieur Torre, you're ſurely to 
blame, | 
With powder and brimſtone *gainf Belles to con- 
ſpire : 
Was I but one night the fair Marybone Dame, 
Pd play up my Fountain and p- out your fire! 


A H U- 
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A 
HUMOROUS DESCRIPTION 


OF 


12M 17-4 


WRITTEN APRIL 7, 1772. 


Nos patriam figimus. 


Tuts excreicence of earth, this huge pile of 
rough stones, 

Where many a poor ſoldier has left his old bones; 

This pillar of Hercules, * famous in ftory, 

Where Europa was landed by Jupiter Tawry ; F 

(The other Apes Hui on the Parbary ſhore, 

Where ſenſible or, their wife Prophet adore, 

Who to Heaven rode off on an aſs, cauſe the 
ſtrongeſt, 

And for very long journeys the beaſt laſts the longeſt, 

What a ſweet ſenſual paradiſè Mal omet made, 

Contriv'd for the joy of the knave and the jade; 

For the joy of the good, for the bliſs of the bad, 

To com fort the widow, and tickle the ſad! 


The pillars of Hercule, called Cu, and Ah, are Gilral- 
7 and 7. 2 [! q 
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Our Eden and Heaven this Garden ſurpaſſes, 

Full of wines, beds of roſes, and beautiful laſſes, 

Who never grow ugly, who never grow old : 

What's more—there's not known ſuch a thing as 1 
fcold !) 

This adamant Rock, by us call'd Gibraltar, 

Which neither time, tempeſt, or earthquakes can 
alter ; 

But if it, ye Gods ! ſhould but once come aſunder, 

It would make a fine tomb for the folks who laid 
under. 

No man ever left this huge ſhip with concern— 

It is moor'd with two anchors a-head and a-ſtern, 

Which the giants of yore, in their rage, could'nt 
move, 

Nor the Devil himſelf, if his ſtrength he would 
prove. 

In a morning, before that the Doctor “ comes in, 

*Tis as hot as N:ci's furnace, kept up by Dame Sia; 

Where ev'ry John Eng/i/hman fries like a martyr, 

And flounders and pants like a fiſh ont of water ! 

Nay, the Rock is ſo hot, like a girdle + it bakes, 

Which ſaves the Sah fuel for baking their cakes, 

When the wind comes at Eaſt, 7 ſuch a cap's on the 
Hill, 

That the eb makes all thi ie Garriſon ill: 


* The ſea- - breeze, WI. ny Come 11 C\ IP) 111 rung at ten. and 


im\frs at ten at night. 
+ A flat iron, uſed by the S. to bike cakes, 
+ The Levant wind, which caps the Hill with a thick fog. 


They 


. 
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They call it a glory, I call it a fog, 

And ſo thick, *tis ſufficient to poiſon a dog. 

There's no place ſo contriv'd to deſtroy conſtitu- 
tions 

Tis famous for drinking, and all proſtitutions. 

When I landed, I thought I had got into Hell! 

For ſuch a variety nought can excell : 

There were men ot all nations, or common or rare, 

To ſtare at the ſtranger, and welcome him there; 

duch a place, ſuch a people, Turks, Chriſtians, and 
Fus, 

Bare-footed, in boots, in pampooſes,* and ſhoes ! 

But of women, ye Gods! there's ſo ſmall a pro- 
portion, 

That the Ladies (God bleſs 'em) are always in mo- 
tion. 

Virtue here's an exotic, moſt rare to be found, 

It is {old by the yard, all things elſe by the pound, 

Cods, haddocks, peaſe, beans, mutton, rotten or 
{ound ; | 

And whenever the Dey of A/g/ers takes a rig, 

You may ſooner be damn'd than get orange or fig ; 

They have gardens, indeed, but they're ſuch as 
you've ſeen 

In windows in London—half wither'd, half green! 

A conjugal vine here and there makes a ſhade, 

Where Love never came trom the mouth of a 
Maid: 
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'Tis a clime where you're never ſupply'd with that 
fin, 

Nay, ſhould man be ſo raſh to ſerve up ſuch a 
diſh, 

There's no knowing, ye Pow'rs, how Old Jove 
it might ſhock, 

Who brought off Eurqpa without e'er a ſmock, 

And cruelly raviſh'd the Girl on this Rock! 

It was he made the maxim, and every foul 

Has follow'd the Pagan, from bed to the bowl, 

So near are the Spaniard encamp'd to this place, 


That they puff their damn'd rocambole into your 


face ; 

And it on a jack-aſs you rice into Spazz, 

Of ſome conjugal Flora the favorite twain, 

Perhaps in a hut, in an orange-grove plac'd, 

(Where a ſweet pretty wife a fond huſband dif. 
grac'd), 

You may do what ſome hundreds have oft done 
before, 

You may do—but Til not be cenſorious on ſhore ; 

So mount your borrica, come back in a trice, 

For where there's no virtue, there can be no vice. 

Gibraltar, St. Ro:que, hot ſands, and hot wenches, 

Long guards, long ficld-days, drums, cannons, and 
trenches ; | 

The bay, and the buildings, two palm-trees, and 
church, | 

Where a taylor's ſweet dame left her ſpouſc in the 
lurch; 


Old 


F: 
* 
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Old Blaniley* the honeſt, Cornwallis, F and Money, 1 

Bottl'd porter, adieu! and Minorca honey; 

Farewell, ye brave Lads ! Gibraltar adieu! 

Come to Exrgland, damn'd Rock, for I'll not come 
to you! 


SU SCEFTSB1LEETY, 


H AIL! ſweet Suſceptibility ! 
Love's fav'rite Nymph of joy; 
Where in ſoft dalliance doſt thou toy, 

And ſhew thy gay agility ? 


Say, doſt thou feel the ſubtle pain 

Of Love, trill thro? each beating vein, 

And doſt thou figh for every ſwain? 

Or doſt thou pour thy many charms 

On one, and ſnatch him to thy arms, 
Say, tweet Suſceptibility ? 


'* An honeſt man, and ftore-keeper to the Crown, He uſed 
a cant with great freedom over a Lord's ſhoulders, 
+ The brave old Governor. 


4 His current aid-de-camy', 


VoL, Il. | H AN 


AN ANACREONTICK ODE. 


Lavcning Cupids, bring me roſes, 
And my wreath, ye Graces, twine, 
I'm this night ditpos'd for rapture, 
Having Beauty, Wit, and Wine! 


Let the ſober Stoicks wonder, 
And their apathy define; 

T1 not follow ſuch dull doctrine, 
While I've Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 


Come, ye briſk Arabian Laſſes, 
For that heaven you ſeek is mine, 
Upon beds of roles lolling, 
Bleis'd with Beauty, Wit, and Wine. 


And when this gay life 1s over, 
Pour libations on my thrine ; 

I've a Faradiſe hereafter, 
Full of Beauty, Wit, and Wine: 


E P I- 
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SIR CHARLES SAUNDERS. 


WITTEN IN 1776. 


\ Y ITHIN this ſculptor'd marble reſts from war, 
The virtuous Stateſman, and advent'rous "Tar ! 
Who led our Navies round the trackleſs world, 
And on oppoſing toes dread thunder hurPd ! 
Whoſe virtue and integrity outſhone 
The brighteſt ſtars that glitter'd round the throne, 
Thus richly freighted did his veſſel fteer, 

Proud in the van of Honour, nor did fear 
The ſhel.es of vice, but high in triumph led 
Her gallant Admiral to the glorious dead ! 
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717 2 BE 
A PARALLEL DRAWN BETWEEN 


POLEIA and PENELO PE. 


2 enelopes telam texeres 
To ao and undo. 


WaITTEN IN 1761. 


Wurx ſage Ulyſſes left his wife and boy, * 

In hopes of laurels, and the fall of Troy, | 

With tears he bath'd the tender infant youth, F 
© Above all virtues, recommending Truth!“ 
The charge committed to the beit good wite, 
Then ſigh'd and parted with the two tor life. 
Troy was reduc'd, and he was doom'd to roam 
Ten tedious years, before he reach'd his home; 
When from all ſhores the gaycſt Princes came, 
To court Penelope, his royal Dame, 

The conſtant Queen eluded every art, 

Amus'd her woers, and retain'd her heart; 
Her web proverbial caus'd the long delay, 

By night undoing what ſhe did by day. 

I think I hear the various highs that fall, 

I think I ſee thee too, reject them all! 

So fair a face, ſo ſweet a form as thine, 


Surpaſſing Lover's thoughts inſpir'd by wine, 
* Tema, h. | 


nd 
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And every other ſoft deſcriptive thing 
That Painters imitate, or Poets fing. 
Without a Lover how ſhould Polla be, 
When J am roving on th' inconſtant fea ? 
Thus, in the abſence of the dear lov'd man, 
How many aim to flirt his Polla's fan: 
Put if I know thee, as I think I do, 
Fops can make no impreſſion upon you; 
Let them ſtill dangle on, reſt fate in me, 
Fll prove M you Penelope; 
Purſue the web, and let the puppies vex ye, 9 
Fulfill the adage — Telam Penelopes texere. 


1 


To Tur: MEMORY 0 


Mn JAMES MOOR.* 


I: ſenſe in Youth, mature as mellow Age, 
It Honour, Courage, might a world engage 
To read thy Monody, attend thy bier, 

Such Virtues claim the meed of Virtuc's tear: 
One piteous tear the hardeſt heart may ſpare 
A grave ſo freſh—a Youth ſo good and rare! 


Who gallant'y defended the Prſn's Tender in the Bay of 
Fuzd;, and afterwards fell in a ſecond action, with the provincial 
| 


{\;lors of Ma. bat. He wis bred to the Naval Service by Capt. 
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AN ANACREONTI CK. 


WRITTEN IN 1781. 


Hun! drunken Gd who ſtrides the ton, 
With grapes and roſes bound, 

Who drinks and ſwelters in the tun, 
His blazing circle round; 


Who reels in typſy ſt:p the Rake, 
With brilliant, black, pink-eyne ; 
Who loads all heads with drowſy ache, 

And lightens hearts in wine: 


Hail! ſovereign drunkard of the ſkies, 
Whoſe influence ſtaggers here, 

And trips up all the dull and wiſe, 
Who quaff thy liquoriſh cheer. 


Bacchus, bewitching God, here goes, 
To Beauty, Wit, and . ine! 
We've done with water, woes, and tocs, 


We're wholly Love and thine, 


1 


To THULE MEMORY or 


Carfraitn BEN TI NOX. 


WRITTEN LIN 1777. 


A PUBLICK loſs demands a publick tear, 
And ſuch a nation gives to Bentinck's bier; 
Whoſe active genius, gallantry, and ſenſe, 
Gave him among his Corps the firit pretence : 
Our Navy's ornament, his Country's grace, 
In private virtue brilliant to his race, 


Triumphant thus, o'er Life's tumultuous wave, 


His veſſel ſail'd with glory to the grave! 


Son of Count Ventinick, and nephew to the Duke of Pen- 
tr. 4; @ Capia'n in the Bruſh Navy, and a native of Holland. 


Ar 
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FROM A MIDSHIPMAN ix THE NAVY 
TO HIS MESS-MATE, 


oN TUE ADMIRALTY ORDER fox THE 


ALTERATION OF THE CAPTAINS? UNIFORxI. 


So, you ſce by the papers, at laſt, my boy Ned, 
That this mountain of mountains is now brought 
to bed ! 
The labour was hard, though the birth it was ſmall; 
Tis a button produc'd through a wee button-hole, 
Dan Sandwich, that ſenſible, imiling old Wag, 
Of our Captains diſputes and reſolves he would 
brag ; 
And calmly would ſay, as he cut off his mutton, 
„They're not to be fear'd who can't ſettle a but- 
| ton.” * 
However, for once he hath thrown out a fable; 
For the button's come forth with an anchor and 
Cable: 

* At this time the Captains formed themſelves into a very ſor- 
inidalle club, but difputing about this coat, Lord S. took the 
advantage of the wrangle, and from that moment ſplit them into 
factions, and deſtroyed the unanimity of the Navy: the bad 
eftects of this ſcbilgg are very obvious. 


And 
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And this proves the Captains all lubbers, my cock, 

Two turns of the cable they've got round the ſtock; 

But they, cunning Wags ! to get clear of the thing, 

Mott kindly gave out, it was made by the ——! 

Now, *tis cruel to ſay it, ſuppoting it true; 

For what could he learn by the Naval Review ? 

His mind was with every rarity ſtruck— 

What ſurpriſe he declar'd at the boy on the truck! 

And when that the boy wav'd his hat like a vane, 

With true condeſcenſion he wav'd his again! 

And therefore I ſay, that the Sailors are wrong, 

To make a good Monarch the tune of their ſong. 

But this Coat 1s the thing that perplexes us all, 

And the Uniform now, by whoſe name muſt we 
call ? | 

For you know in the cauſe, too, that many a Sailor 

Stood forth, from the liſt, to aſſiſt as the taylor: 

But who is the father I cannot find out; 

The midwife is Stevens, who hands it about. 

It is none of your Hawke, your Saunders, or Kepples ; 

They know nothing of collars, cufis, buttons, or 


: 
: 
: 
: 
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lappels; 

They are ſailors, not taylors; they'll ſtick by their 
meſs ; 

If they can't rigg a Captain—a Frenchman they'll 
dreſs. 


Some delicate Mizen hath trimm'd up our blue, 
For we're all macaronies from earing to clue, 
Twelve holes are allowed to ev'ry Commander; 
No more to creep out at had great Atxander. 


Vol. II. 1 Theſe 


1 
Theſe holes are diſtinguiſh'd by two's and by threes, 
That the ranks may be known on the ſhores and 
the ſeas, 
They have now full allowance, I think, my good 
Cozen! 
Thirteen they have got—a complete baker's dozen: 
And holes he hath plenty, in times known ſo frail, 
Who hath twelve in his coat—befides one in his —, 


On THE FALL Or 


Ax AGENT VICTUALLER 
ak FOR ISM OUT HE:: 


VB marroꝛu- bone, nd cleavers ratile ! 
Bellow—rejoice—ye Hampſhire cattle ! 
Ve bloody Butchers crack your jokes! 
For Death has knock'd down Maſter Otkes, * 


* The author, when he commanded the Niger frigate, on his 
return home from the Mediterranean Sea, was obliged to perform 
quarantine on the Mother Bank, at Portſmouth : in ſuch caſes 
thoſe ſhips are always diligently attended to by the offices, the 
crew being incapable of aſſiſting themiclves. However, the agent 
paid no reſpect to their wants or neceſlities ; the Captain was 
therefore obliged to complain, and many letters paſſed between 
him and the Boards of Admiralty and ViQtualling, in which he 
made bis quarters good, and at laſt finiſhed the matter with the 
above beſtial Epitaph. 
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THE CHARACTER 


&'F .-A 


CORNISH 'SQUIRE.* 


VI Gods ! how I grieve that old Hogarth is dead, 
7 When here's ſuch a piece to portray : 
Such a face, ſuch a form, and, ye Gods! ſuch a 
head, | 


I am ſure never came in his Way. 


Dear Churchill too gone! (and a far greater loſs) 
How his fatire this ſubject would tuit : 

But the theme's left to me, fo ye Muſes be croſs, 
And I'll caricatura the brute. 


This toad-ſtool, this *ſquire, this excreſcence of dung, 
Whom Ignorance litter'd on earth ; 

Whom no pencil e'er crew, whom no Muſe ever ſung, 
A cub never lick'd at his birth: 


l Who was lincally deſcended from Bawficl! Cru, the King 

of the Gyj hes. He treated all fea officers with rudcacts, and 
treatlenhned them with the law: but unluckily £51 him; he Wade 
complaint of the Author of the- following dtanzas to Admiral 
Lord Edyucme, who oppriied- the officer to oblige the rich 
'1quire.. However, the tea bard. made his <uirters good, and 
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tho he was moſt unjuſlly treated, ke war mol ioverety revenged. 
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In mien nor in form half ſo human as ape, 
Begot by a beggar in ſpite, 

On a gypſy, who ſwore *twas a Caliban rape, 
As ſhe ſnor'd *neath a hedge in the night. 


This raviſher too was a man of eſtate, 
But of a peculiar gout : 

And rather than not be a King, and be great, 
He govern'd a beggarly crew. 


King Bamfield was he, who begot this Mack Prince, 
Great heir of his beggarly blood; 
And his deeds will the world, and all gypſies con- 
VInCe, 


He's fill'd with the ſame royal mud. 


When this monarchdeparted,and left him thethrone, 
So great was his ſpirit and might, 

Being afraid of a ghoſt—he could not lie alone, 
So he ſlept with his footman at night. 


You have ſeen a ſquat ale-bottle punchy and blue, 
That's like him as low as the knees, 
The cork's like his head—where. ten ſcrews have 
pals'd through, | 
To give vent to the wind and the lees. 


His cor pſe don't contain the briſk ſpirit of ale, 
If it did it would burſt like a bomb: 

In ſhort, beat him down from the head to the tail, 
And he'll ſound like an unbraced drum. . 


You 


1 
You may beat him for ever, his hide is as thick 
As a carpet, and equally foul; 
It would weary two chairmen, with each a good ſtick, 
To duſt out the filth of his ſoul. 


His diſcourſe, in a literal ſenſe, flinks ſo much, 
All notes and cars with him dumb; | 

"Tis breaking ot wind-- for I never felt ſuch, 
Su, I'm furc, he mult talk with his bum. 


His head is that vacuum ſought by the wiſe, 
His face is as vacant as air; 

He talks but to ſu car, and to vomit forth lies 
And his wife—O YE GODS SHE Is FAIR. 


ON THE TALKED=-OF MARRIAGE OF 


L O n 5 N 


rn FALK 


Lavy HARRIET STANHOPE. N 


Say, ſockey Lord, advent'rous Maccaroni, 
$0 ſpruce, 10 old, to dapper, ſtiff and ſtarch, 

Why quit the amble of thy paceing poney ? 
Why on a filly rilk the tame of March ? 


Conſult 


(62 ] 
Contult th* equeſtrian bard, wiſe Chiron Beerer, 
r Dr. Ieber's learned ſybil leaves, 
And they, true members of the Savoir Vimre, 
Will tell the wond'rous things e love receives. 


Why in the ſpavin of your days, ſweet Sir, 
Attempt to draw on Cupid's little boot, 
Let Joey Grojvenor's fate, alas! deter, 
Oh, think, Newmarket en what things may 
iprout, 


Few tits, perhaps, were ever higher bred, 
What ſhoulders, limbs! you know, my Lord, ſhe 
ſtaunch is, 
She's freſhi from paſture, never back'd or fed, 
For you, ihe ſliould be thruwn upon her haunches. 
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Ah think, Squire Groom, inftead of Perbroke's bits, 
An abler rider oft has loſt his feat, 


Young ſhould the jockey be who mounts ſuch tits, 


Or he'll be rua A. ay with every heat. 


Stick to the Jockey Club, attend r Bard, 
Nor ever think of dancing lere s Coton; 
For Ligonier, v 30 O10; VG quite as hard, 


Was double diftan's g his own poitillion ! 


| 
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An HEROTCEK EPISTLE 


FROM THE INV RED HARRIOT, 
MISTRESS To MR. BANKS, 


To OBEREA, QukEN or OTanr1TE, 


1 Indian, of a ſavage land, 

How dar'ſt thou write with thy unhallow'd hand; 
And in perſuaſive numbers dar'it to woo 

My Banguo, ever gentle, ever true? 


Savage uſurper of my love and bed, 
Rear'd in the woods, and upon dog's fleſh fed, 
Think'ſt thou, audacious creature, he'll attend 
Thy Indian lays, and leave his ſnow-white friend? 
Think'ſt thou he'll leave my Exrepean grace 
For thy daub'd, yellow, dirty zataco'd face? 
No, Indian Queen !—My Bangquo's better bred, 
Better careſs*d upon a downy bed. 
Vain Oberea will in vain beſcech, 
And to the bawdy winds betray her painted breeclt» 
Can't thou not chuſe a Savage from thy crew, 
Or with Obadce * board the ſtrait canoe ? 
There, fiſhy Indian, ſhew thy folio charms, 
And ſnatch the grecdy Savage to thy arms. 


A ſturdy voung Indio, with whom Mr. Banks found Oberea 


Was 
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Was it not quite enough, when on th thore, 
That thou, like Dido, with him play'd'ſt the whore? 
Was it not, ſavage Slut, enough, that he 

Slept in a humble wigwam cloſe with thee ? 

But thou, like Dido, “ mutt ue weep, 

And try with ſpells to hold him on the deep, 

O may'ſt thou have that witch's fatal end, 

And on a halter high in air dcjend |! 

O wert thou here, my rage ſhould tenfold riſe, 

By all thy Gods, I'd tear out both thy eyes ! 


Does not this action ſtagger all belief, 
Thou canting, fawning, lying, painted thief ? 
When to Tootaha/'s f he was brougut to fleep, 
Did'ſt thou not to his arms moſt fondly creep? 
And with thy blandiſhments and amorous guile, 
With now and then a kils, and de a ſmile, 
Pretending with his curling locks to play, 
And from his face muſquittos drive away; 
Did'ſt thou not, wanton Gyply, dirty Queen, 
Amidſt this very fawning, flatt'ring icene ; 
Did'ſt thou not, crafty, ſubtle, ſ11-burn: Strum, 
Steal the filk breeches from his tawny bum 2? 
This was the action of a Goſport jade, 
Robbing the ſnoring Cull with whom you laid. 


8 
IIIn !“ 


* The circumſtances of the voyage to Otabeite are ve 
lar to thoſe of Dido and Tn. But Oleg was nv. quite 
though as wanton, It is ſcldom that laſcivieus women 12! 
themſelves for love. 
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+ To-ahah, a diſtinguiſhed Indian, whom the Zrropcan Gen- 
dlemen viſited. 


What 
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What could he have of ſuch a gypſy crew ? 

Had other things been looſe, thou'd'ſt fole e'm too. 
Cali'it thou thylelt a Queen, and thus could'ſt uſe, 
And rob thy ſwain of breeches and his ſhoes ? 
Fxpoſe his fleſh unto the bleak night air, 

Then lend thy petticoat, to ſhew thy care? 
Inveigling Harlot ! Ceaie thy courting ſtrain, 
Pangno thou'lt never have to rob again, 


Well may'ſt thou rave upon the lengthen'd ſtrand, 
And roll in madneſs up and down the ſand ; 
There thou may'ſt vent thy griets unto the wind, 
And call him falſe, ungrateful, and unkind : 
Then thro the ſhady woods in phrenzy run, 
And add more heat unto the ſcorching ſun, 
When thou'rt fatigu'd with rage, implore the 
breeze, 
And coolly carve his name on barks of trees: 
Then if by chance Obadee ſhould paſs by, 
And ice the fluii ſwimming in thy eye, 
It not exhauſted, he'd with rapture turn, 
And learn thee how to cool, and how to burn ! 
3ut why ſhould I to ſuch an adept preach, 
Who doth thy rites, myſterious Venus, teach ? 
M ho match'd Tooprah,* a huge ſavage rake, 
With a young maiden of moſt ftrait-lac'd make; 


And 


his Ida, Gentleman was matched with a girl of eleven years of 


ade, thovgh fix feet high, to perform the rites f Vers, at which 


Dr. Ia:vtfivorth tells us, in his Hiſtory of Otaheite, that 


: | Vol. IL. * | ceremony 


1366 


And wond'rous to relate, by thy advice, 

The velvet virgin beat him in a trice: 

Sweet Tirabaowvdica blithely roſe 

To duicet flutes from ev'ry Indian noſe ; 

With youthtul eaſe ſhe bounded from the ground, 
And thook herſelf as careleſs as a hound, 

Tho” the firſt hit at length, the girl's no worſe, 
While poor Tooprah ſneak'd, and ſhew'd remorſe, 
Can'ſt thou, proud Royal Baud, attempt to prove, 
After ſuch ſcenes of lewdneſs, Bangquo's love? 
Vain are thy plaints, vain is thy love and grief, 
To ſuch the Gods will never grant relief: 

Thou may'ſt as well addreſs the bawdy air, 
That kifles all it meets, or black, or fair, 

The very commoneſt of Nature's deeds, 

Except thyſelf, thou commoneſt of weeds ! 


When on thy Iſle, I did nor pine, or care, 
Thou had'ſt the uſe of him when with thee there : - 
But to purſue him with thy whining ſcroll, 

And watt a figh from Indus to the Pole, 
Is fo preſumptuous, that I curſe the hand 
That bore thy witchcraft to this diſtant land. 


ceremony Oheren kindly aſſiſted with her in? ructlons do the coppe, 
Ng: and to the amazement of the ſpcctators, the pertormed he! 
part With .cale,and alecrity. Miſs T'r 1 ani dien was a very deli- 


Cate C22 g Ladv, ſhort in Hature, Well made; ang very handlome 
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Say, 
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„ 
Hay, could not ſmug Solander, Carlo,“ pleaſe, 
Nor give thy meretricious paſſions eaſe * 
Carlo, whoſe am'rous paſhon never fails, 
But laſted longer than his knives and nails. 
Sure Carlo parted with a ſad adieu, 
And ſigh'd for joys, /h tegmine + Peron. 1 
Thou might'ſt have held him on thy ſca-girt ſhore, 
Like ſtolen breeches which appear no more : 
Thou might'it have kept him for thy charcoal maids, 
For Carlo 1s not nice in choice of jades : 
But to attempt th' Explorer of the World— 
Thou fhould'it from ſome dread precipice be hurl'd, 
But here you fail'd, like lewd Calyp/e & of yore, 
Tho' not as handſome, yet as great a whore: 
And it Us the could not retain, 
What right had'ſt thou to my more travell'd Swain? 
Great Alexander conquer'd boys and belles; 
Maine fail'd the world around for cockle-ſhells : 


Carlo, Mr. Charks Clerte, an Officer in the Auventue, who 
25 tO charmed and delighted with the ſimplicity of the Ladies of 
lte, and the pleaſure of variety; that upon his departure from 
the liland, he divided all his linen, &c, among his many 
miſrcies, While he did poſſeſs one, he was feady ; bat tho” 
he often changed, he never gave more than a knite, or two nails, 
for a Wie. 
+ Queen Oberea is very fond of Latin quotations, and as f 
--mine is thought to expreſs the Author's meaning the ſtronger, 
he has tranſplanted the covering from the firft page in i. 


+ Peron 15 a cotillon petticoat 3 and in Otaverre they have 2 
celebrated dance fo called. 


d . Caneray ſays, Ca y/ſe ne forrwolt © £0) z du t art d LM. 
— * * ” - 
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The firſt, he weeps for other worlds to fight ; 

Mine weeps tor worlds which are not come to light ! 

Then think'ſt thou, Sycorax, he'd ſtay with thee, 

That tor a cockle-ſhell abandon'd me ? 

Imperious Harlot ! Sovereign Indian Strum, 

In vain thou beat'ſt the ground, and black'ſt thy 
bum ! 


Altho' my Banguo is botanic wild, 
Yet, Indiun, think him nt fo much a child 
To leave the weeds of its his native ſhore, 
Thy cloth-trec, breat-tree, cocoas to explore; 
Sooner for years lic'tl pore o'er ſage and rue, 
And dwcll on all the virtues of AVrtu. 


G But Ozcrea, what could'ſt thou expect 

From him who treated me with cold neglect ? 

I that am beautcous, roſy, fair, and ſweet, 

In whom the Loves, the Laughs, the Muſes meet; 
And yei from me, beneath each diſtant ſky, 

He fought the monkey and the butterfly, 

With your Opano * did J pledge my vow, 

And yet he till did longer oceans plough : 
Regardleſs of my ſighs, my griefs, my tears, 
Sola, I ſuck'd the ſheets for fix long years ; 

Sola, I toſs'd and tumbl'd, figh'd in vain, 

And ſlept alone, tho' might with myriads lain, 
But then Religion had made That diſgrace, 1 
While with impunity thy copper race \ 
Came in the noon-day ſun to thy embrace. 


The vame which Oise gave Mr. Banks. 


Thus 
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Thus to a ſtorm a gentle calm ſucceeds, 
And rains deſcend upon the flow'ry meads: 
1 er, and tears ſuccecd to rage, 
Nothing, arg ad sucen, can all this grief aſſwage, 
But your Ofao's tenderneis and love, 
Which + in tue quo ſhall never prove, 
Shall never know, as luſcious Hawkefwvorth ſung, 
And T7adian luits came mended from his tongue: 
Thoſe tcenes obſcene, his pencil painted beſt, 
And to Toctuab's manhood gave a zeſt. 
Alas! thele joys, hke Dido, you have prov'd, 
Like her you've loſt the godlike man belov'd: 
But tho“ I've got the wanderer in my arms, 
Yet hath an oyter-ſhell with him ſuch charms, 
That when I think him faſt, and pleas'd in me, 
He, like an eel, flips from me to the ſea. 
Each thing I itudy that may give delight, 
Yet he in dreams barks like a dog at night, 
And raves of bow-wow ples and Otabeite“ 


My pation 's « 
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BEAUTEOUS, VIRTCVOUs, AND LOVELY 
Mrs, VAN BAERLE, Late Miss ROTH, 


foxN IN ST, EvsTATIVs, OF WORTHY 


PARENTS, NATIVES OF IRELAND. 


GUiAnNA, OCTOBER: HH, 1701, 


1 IV CKLESS. to thee was Demarar:e's wave, 
On which you fail'd in forrow to the grave: 
Luckleſs to thee were Hymer's ſacred chains, 
Vhich bound thee faſt in poiſon and in pins. 
Adieu, bleſs'd Saint! blam'd be the faithleſs ſeas, 
Which brought thee here, with all the*gifts to 
pleaſe; * 
Which bore thy beauties to a murdering clime, 
To grieve the Bard in elegy oi rhyme. 
In tears, adieu! and take the world's laſt ſigh, 
For we relign an Angel to the (kv. 
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WHO DIED ON BOARD THE HY-ENA, AT 


BARBADOES, JUNE 20, 1781. 


HE was A SPECIAL SEANAN; 


Herr lies our Fack Cuyten, a whimfical dog, 
Kill'd dead as a herring, by drinking of greg! 

No more at the h will poor John take a trick, 

He is brought into port by Old-Bones, not Old- Neck x 
His /a are z:bent, and his <Sffel quite rotten, 

He is eaten by worms, but he is not forgotten; 
Tho? at preſent he lies with a D* *gainit his fame, 
Yet to auſ/cr hell mie, at ir call of his name ! 


2 


hs 
* 


1 72 J 


THE FOLLOWING IS A TRANSLATION OF SOG 


FRENCH VERSES 
IN ANSWER TO A 


SPANISH PASQUINADE,” 1782. 


H trors and Bullies of &. Rocgre, 
Who neither flinch at gun or joke, 
Whoſe patience is cternal ; 
No Monk dwells cooler o'er his lamp, 
Than you dream nights and days in camp, 
Amid'ſt a ſiege inſernal. 


Pray, do you mean to paſs your live, 

Before this Rock, and leave your wiscs, 
And every tender friend? 

To ſo much courage join ſome wit 

When will the Lagliſb, pray, ſubmit, 
Or you, pray, make an cnd ? 


Beat them at once, or elſe be heat — 
Pray be defeated—or detear, 

Nor thus prolong the ſport : 
Excrt yourſelves, and leave off railing, 
Obtain the talent of curtailing, 

And cut the matter ſhort ! 


* Various paſquinades pailed in the Camp of S.. N. 
tween the Fre and Span Ginerrs, on their impotency in the 5 
fiege of Gra, of which the above ic one, 

Heroes 


1 
Heroes of powder, puff, parade, 
Vho bounce before this great blockade, 
And daſh thto' dirt and ſmother ; 
Expole yourſelves no longer here, 
To every Euroteax ſneer, 
End it one way or other! 


What 1s this frequent cannonade, 

Zut tuzz, tire, ſmoke, and vague parade 
Petardos “ in the air! 

The Eugliſiman he ca'mly ſtands, 

> miles on your whiſker, ſtift, train'd-bands, 
And never feels a care! 


Surcly four years in noiſe and ſmoke, 
Should have improv'd ſuch martial ful — 
Taught you the art of humbling : 


Your trenches _ old Garlick ra 


Lou might as well beſiege young maids, 
For ali your work is 3 
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One day this memorable ſiege 

Your children may conclude, if liege, 
And Gods and Saints defend 'em: 

Your bombs have circles form'd in air, 

Your cannon made your borros“ ſtare! 
How could ye fo offend em? 


What have your floating batt'ries done? 
Mere feu-de-joyes, for Engliſh fun! 
Who vnG:ifturb'd have fat ; 
And while vou ſwore you'd ſtarve the Boys, 
They've laugh'd at all your empty noiſe 
Nay, beat ye, and grown fat! 
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ON THE DEATH OF 


HARRY WOODWARD. 


H wxouvr and Mirib on earth can never fix— 

There goes the Boat with Woodward *croſs the Styx # 

If he's as great a Marplot now he's dead, 

He'll puzzle each infernal Judge's head : 

And ſhould his Bobadil ſucceed again, 

He'll chace the Shadows round the Elyſian plain, 

Againſt Death's certain lunge there's nought ſe- 
cure, 

Though not well-deep, nor wide as a church-door ; 

Mercutio's hit, and ſpread upon the floor, 

Take a freſh handkercher—T hala cry! 

Thou'ſt loſt the merrieſt fellow that could die. 
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CORROBANA, HOBABOO, & CYONIE, T 
kun AFRICAN TALE; 


WRITTEN Ar SEA, Dc. 16, 178. 


With tackle trim and gay, - 
* . * * * = At 
Sail'd with a very wicked freight, - = 
mo 9 1 
For Slaves of Africe. FT 
TO 

Nor does the ſpread-out world produc9 e 
Merchants ſo hard of heart, | Sec 
As the rich Town of Liverpool, $M 
* o F %. 
Which drives a human art. | 10 
Nor dc 
de 

* Though the unnatural and ungenerous tale of Taria and Ln 
Intie has moved the tecl:ngs of all that could be moved by the 0 
diſtreſſes of a fellow- creature; yet the {/7+yp1o] people employer hi 
in the At cat Trade, can look on tre Pregnancy ot a Ya ; „% Ane ice 
tell her without any remorte, and take advantage of her pregnans in: 
ſituation. But although theſe circumſtances, inhuman as they bet 
are, frequently paſs and happen in the an Trade, yet non wr 
would believe a Gencral Othcer in the 1 % Service, could be BE. 
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Nor are the Merchants' callous ſouls, 
Lets piteous than the knave's 

Which they employ on Gutuca Coaſt, 
To buy, or ſteal the Slaves, 


They ſtink a proverb to the world, 
Rear'd in the baiett ſchool 

To cpigrammatite a wretch, 
Call him of Liverpool / 


With ſuch a freight, with ſuch a knave, 
In high top-gallant pride, 

Off the Black Rock, the Fanny Bark 
Rode on the tweeping tide. 


evilty of the enormity of ſuch an action: but he that could maſ- 
{acre the hace ot (At Huta, could be equal to any decd of 
:2nhumanity. A Commander in Chief, celebrated for his 2“, 
«ifpofition, bought a Mullatto Girl in Bao, 


Far 
e on his arr val, 
to be his bed-ftellow. . This was about the vear 1780. On his 
e pUArtare * 2 gland, in the year 1782, (not honoured, TCP. 
ted, or lamented, more than his colleague), he ordered his Secre- 
tary to ſeil he 
ner lea of tachy and afiection— The Sceretary allo intetecded 
in her behalf, and argued the diſgrace of che action — ie was 
dat to every remonſirance of hoacur and humanity— Ax b, 
dered UER to be (© 


or- 
4 5 11 * a 3 F : 
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TAC plea CT Charity, told him, With CVErY feeling emotion. 1 
gencrous mind, that the Wench was with child; and folicite/) 


him to reflect, that the child was 


- 
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115—1 he General pauſed, 2d 
icemed to be ttruck with the weight of ker condition ; then break 
ing from a ſreming penſive mind, he 1faid-— Tis well; tis all the 
better demand %% Pau, more for her !—ard the haplets 


wretched Gir! AA 1A and V EL this blot 10 Human.ty holds 2 
Jace in Chriſtian Society; bur I truit he dogs nut tian 


7 and perturbed conicience, 


in ſpite ot her tears and diſtreſſes, in ſp! of 


„ 
And ſoon ſhe paſs'd, in gay career, 
The Channel, and the Bay; 
Yet in Fonchal, Madeira Road, * 
She anchor'd but a day ; 


Where the gay Conſul, M****# hight, 
In rings and trinkets ſhone ; 

But the keen man of Liverpool 
Sail'd ere his clothes were on! 


And well I ween a Sailor might, 
For ſuch another fop 

Ne'er came from Br:tain's noble land, 
To keep or ſtore, or ſhop. 


From ſun to ſun, this Conſul gay 
Doth murder all his hours, 

In decking out his flimſy form 
With odours and with flow'rs! 


In ſpite of theſe, the hour will come, 

When all this pride ſhall fink ; 
And in the grave, like common fleſh, 

Shall gentle M***** ſtink, 
* Aſadiira is the pleaſanteſt Iſland, and the moſt fertile, of 
any that Southern Voyagers ſtop at, in their patlages to ditterent 
countries; for the inhabitauts only ſee ſuch company at certain 
Rated times, and their exertions are politely made to render every 
ching agreeable to their new and temporary gueſts ; and indeed 
none of our foreign Factories produce a ſet of people who do fo 
much honour to hoſpitality, or who ſo eminently poſſeſs the 
powers of pleaſing— where good nature and good ſenſe confiitere 
the leading marks of all their chara&er:. 
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Our Park now paſs'd to Santa Cruz, * 
In lofty Tenerife, 
And there took tatal brandy in, 
To fix the Negroes? grief. 


Ali! faireſt of Canary Ifles, 
I love thy flow'ry ſhore ; 

Where blackeſt eyes in luſtre ſhine, 
To make the men adore. 


And there, remov'd from Britiſb land, 
Doth pretty Powers bewail, 

(With patience, innocence, and grace) 
And tell her piteous tale, 


She in the lofty window fits, 
Wan, mournful, tad, and pale ; 
Gives all her cares vi Love and Life, 
Like Hero, + to the gale. 


I* the principal port in the Tiland of Terror fe; where the 
(Curran ſhips top, in their way to South America. Porto Oratitca, 
'n the N. W. angle of the Iile, is a mercautile port, and might 
be decpened and enlarged, but now much choakxed up with the 
lava of the eruptions of a burning mountain. But the City of 
La nue, near the centre of the Ifle, is the me ſalubrious airs 
and Te/rife altogether, deſerves the attention of the ſickly, as 


being the moti wholeſome, pure air in the word, 


+ _ Hen, the Nun of J was not ta r ker ſituation 
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unlike this pretty Chr ian Maid. 
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A beautcous Exile ſhe is doom'd, 
To while away her time; 


Uncheriſh'd, like a beanteous flow's, 


To tide before her prime. 


Ah! if it is thy ling'ring ſate 
To periſh on this Ille, 

May every Virtue thed a tear, 

And Patience build thy pile! 


_ ' „„ 510 
—＋ He i. ne 192 1719 Marinci, 
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VII inks an 10 tomb, 
ie ? . l * | wo. 8 * FF # 
Read oer, in niclanchoiy mood, 


Ih hapleis Virgin's doom: 
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% Here reſts a Maid. who bore the charms, 
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© And all tlie grace 01 Love : 
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«She was the faireſt of all flow'rs 


& That Licay'n and Earth approve a 
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Our Park ſoon duck'd below, 
Tho? ſpiral, lofty Pico's top 


Above the clouds doth grow. 


Soon did ſhe let her anchor run, 
In Cenbia's* muddy waves; 
And jvon the diabolick trade 


Began, lor wretched flaves! 


0 wo ' yn a 10 2 93 PERS * * „ * 
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This blooming lle, with Beauty bleſt, 
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Where is Religion, Honour, Truth, 
Where are the Virtues fled? 


Where is Humanity, and Grace, 
Are they in traffick dead? 


His cargo made, his canvaſs furl'd, 
Before Tonado's * blaſt, 

The vielding Fark he preſs'd to ſea, 
And ſtruck the loftier maſt, 


For ſure no elemental ſtrife 
Can be compar'd with thine 

Where wind, rain, thunder, lightning claſh 
Burſt like a helliſh mine! 


Before the gale triumphant roll'd 
The Bark, in gallant ſtyle ; 

And her live-freight with fortune bore 
To green Columbus + Ile, 


Among the many Slaves decoy'd 
Were three of faſhion rare: 
Hobabdo, and Cyonie tall, 
And Corrobana fair. 3 


* Teonado, or the thunder-ſtorms which happen periodical, and 
luok like the diſſolution of Nature more than a r:mpeſt, 


+ Se. X, io called after Ct her Columbus, who firſt diſ- 


Covered . 
? Will the Wits allow a Negro Maid, by nature black, to be 
called fair? Philoſophers will, it they refuſe the cpithet. 


Vor. II. NI Theſe 
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Theſe with the reſt, promiſcuous met 

A maſter at Yendue ; * 
But walk'd unknown, an unknown land, 
Which Pi never knew. 


But Fortune had in this been kind, 
They were not ſold apart; 

The ſame cane roof recgiv'd their limbs, 
And ſentiments of heart, 


One thought, one diet, and one love 
Poſſeſs'd the genial three; 

Theſe generous paſſions ſway'd the whole, 
Truth, Love, and Chaſtity. 


To reſt they went, together roſe ; 
By Corrobana laid; 

With her they labour'd in the field, 
For both ador'd the Maid, 


Each th' other loy'd, with all the zeal 
That God and Nature meant; 
And both on Corrobana preſs'd 


Their loves, and diſcontent. 


This oft alarm'd the Maiden's breaf, 
For Honour, Truth, and Pride 
Forbade a dalliance rude, unchaſte, 


Which Chaſtity deny'd. 
* Negro Auction. 


* 
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For Corrobana was as chaſte 
As Dian in her prime: 

Nay, was as elegantly form'd, 
And free of every crime. 


For L dies fair, with linen cheeks, 
I do not ween more pure 

Than lovely Corrobana liv'd; 
And nought was blacker ſure ! 


But ſuch a mien, and ſuch a ſhape, 
Activity, and grace! 

A form that Helen * would have choſe 
To ſack another place. 


Such, beauteous Corrobana was ! 
Thrice luckleſs charms for her! 

Who lov'd two equal with herſelf, 
Whom mutual they prefer, 


Ah, Love! dire cauſe of all our griefs, 
Black harbinger of Care; 

Which for our miſery creates 
A Creature hcavenly fair. 


Madam du Zrcage, in her Poem on the Adventures of C;- 
I:umus, tpeaking of Zama, the davghter of an Indian Prince, has 
this deſcription ; a picture very like the portrait of Cur bavia, 
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Had ſhe not been ſo rich in charms, 
Nor they ſo truly lov'd : 
Had they not been ſo equal kind, 
Nor ſhe the two approv'd ! 


Thrice luckleſs cauſe ! thrice wretched caſe, 
Of all theſe Lovers? woes; 

That two ſhould love, and one approve, 
And yet each others? foes. 


My pen it trembles as it moves, 
To cloſe the painful verſe ; 

For love and joy mutt both diſſolve, 
O'er their untimely hearſe. 


To ſuch a melancholy height 
Their mutual loves had grown, 
They could not ſpeak without a tear, 
Yet gaz'd without a frown /? 
The friendſhip which Hobaboo ſhew'd, 
Cyonie did return; : 
Nor did the flame Cyonze nurs'd, 
With weaker paſſion burn. 


But both did Corrobana love, 
And both did woe her heart ; | 
And both ſhe lov'd—nor could ſhe ſpare 
To one the other's part. 


One 


ne 
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One morn the ſun, in tears of detu, 
Roſe from his golden bed, 
And ſcatter'd o'er the earth his beams, 
When they to labour ſped, 


As thro' a grove of Grzavas green 
They hand in hand repair'd, 

Each filent gaz'd with fondeſt love, 
Which Corrobana ſhar'd ; 


Equal ſhe ſmil'd on both—when doth, 
With mutual impulſe ſtart ! 

Each in the inſtant drew his knife, 
Aud ftab'd her to the heart! 


She ſigh'd, and to her bleeding arms 
The wretched Lovers drew: 
Kiſs'd the aſſaſſins of her love, 
And bade the World adicu! 


Stung with remorſe, like light they flew, 
Then on cach other preſt, 

And the ſame knives the Maiden fle 
Plung'd in each other's breatt ! 


Thus fell zbrce hapleſs Lowers rare, 
Of Africi's ſavage race; 

With every ſentiment of Truth, 
That chaiter CHa grace. 
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Ye more enlighten'd Lovers, dread 
Fair Corrobana's fate; 

For tho' untutor'd /:dians bred, 
Their ſentiments were great. 


Lovers! ſleep on beneath the Grove, 
Your tragick ſtory ends! | 

May Heaven reward the /a:+5/u! Loves 
Of three tuch nose Friends! 
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© HERE reſts in death, what Love and Life 
„ Cou'd never give, thro' pride: 
% For love of two one Maiden bled, 
For love of ou e- two dy'd ! 
When eer ye con this penfive page, 
© Grieve o'er their lucklets fames; 
4% And itrike your boſom with that zeal 


„Such Love, ſuch Friendſhip claims.“ 
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ISI TATION or Ons NIxETEEN of Honacr, 


BEGIN NIN G- Musts Amicus, &c. 
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INTREATING OF HFR TO SING THE PrATSES 


or POLLIA. 


Mr Muſe, my friend, who doth my joy ſuſ- 
tain ; 
My griefs I give unto the wanton gales, 
My cares ſhall ruſhing ebb into the main, 
And dwell with Tars who furl the anxious ſails. 


With thee, ſwect Miſtreſs of my muſing ſoul, 

I pais my time, from arms and tempeſts tree : 
Let Barks explore unto the Southern Pole, 

And ſuch as galant Spry command at fea! 


O heavenly Muſe, that wings my peaceful hours, 
And grants the Poet's moſt excentiic vow, 
ull in we garden the moſt fragrant lou 'i, 


And wcoave a chaplct tor my Polia's hiou 


[ 


gut no honours when TI try to ſing, 

U: lets by loviier thee, ſweet Dame! In tpi i 
Begin the Song! and touch the trembling ſiring ! 
The world mmnit praiſe what by the world's ad- 
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Ye Siſters Nine, of Aavip's Stream, 

ho ſtoop to ſiſter Angels, wiſe and fair, 
Aſſiſt your Poet in his pleating theme, 
| For Pollia merits all the Muſe's care, 
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SECOND OpE or rug FovureTH Book or 


Horace, 1M1TATED AND 
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Vai puellis nuper idoucus. 
| Maps for the ſervice of each am'rous dame, 


| I under Cupid's banners gain'd tome fame. 
Be now my uiclefs arms and ſilent lyre 
 - Devoted to the Queen of ſoft deſire ! 
Here, all my military trophies place; 
Here let me kneel, and worſhip Beauty's face! 
O Goddess of all Iſles, as well as ours, 
Who Love thre? the blue veins of Beauty pours; 
Who the rude Highlander's rough boſom warms, 
And gives a faithful Moggie to his arms: 
In the moſt ſtarving ſpot, you never fail 
To bring him love and «vhi/ly to his kale, 
Mother of roſy cheeks, grant his requett— 
Sce that diſdain which plays in Molhy's breait ! 
High o'er the beauteous flirt extend your rod, 
And make her know, that Cup is her God! 
; Bring 
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Bring down her haughty arrogance of ſoul, 
And let her know, that you the world controul! 
When ſhe is ſeated with her whiſp'ring man, 
Snatch from her lilly hand the ſcepter'd fan ; 
And when he's lull'd upon her filken lap, 
Give the pert minx a moſt diſdainful flap, 
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Txt LASS or PURDY's-BOURN. 


INSCRIBED TO 
Miss ARMANILLA WILSON. 


WRITTEN IN 1769. 


VI NUS in vain did lure 

To fix the wand'rer's heart; 

Cupid reſign'd his pow'r, 
And broke his keeneſt dart. 

Tho' darts he parry'd by, 
And did from Beauty turn, 

The youth was heard to ſigh . 
One day, at Purdy's-Bourme - 


The girls were pleas'd to hear 
Young Beucdiet was caught; 

They teaz'd with ev'ry jeer, 

Which love or envy taught. 
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Their ſpleen he ſoon repaid, 
Their gibes he did return; 
Indeed, 1 love, he ſaid, 
The Laſs of Purdy's- Bourn. 


The Claſſick Girls of old, 

With her cannot compare; 
Not Hebe's locks of gold 

Excell'd her raven hair. 
With Frgil's Amaryll 

What ſwain would now ſojourn, 
Could he have Armanill, 

The Laſs of Purdy's-Bourn ? 


Tuk BEAUTY or WHITNEY. 


WII T TEN IN APRIL; 1774. 


Who can go to I Hiiney, and not deign to call 
And look at the Beauty of Old Staple-Hall ? 
Where Proctors and Students from Oxford repair, 
To gaze on her charms and her claflical air, 


When firſt I beheld her, ſurpris'd I withdrew ! 
For ſure I'm too old for a Beauty ſo new; 

Yet wherever I turn'd, {till I found on each glaſs, 
Some Scholar had ſeribbl'd a verſe to this Lats. 


How 
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How ſhall T prevail on ſo claflick a theme, 
Or attempt, rapid 4%, to flow with thy ſtream ; 
When thro” the whole country there's yet ſcarce a 
wall, 


But rhymes to the Beauty of Old Staple-Hall ? 


Had Dan Chaucer beheld her, the primitive Bard, 
Her charms had attracted the Poet's regard; 


Nay, Roſamond Clifford had peep'd from her bow*r 
With envy, and ſtar'd on this beautiful flow'r. 


Begone all my fears—it is Beauty that leads, 

And Beauty will ſnatch from a hermit his beads ; 
"Tis Beauty's my ſtar, and ſweet Alcey's my ſtrain, 
And I challenge each College to ſing like her ſwain* 


Of Hebe and Helen no more I'll be told, 

They can't be fo handſome, becauſe they're ſo old; 
She's fair as the bloſſom that's nurs'd by the ſun, 
Which may ripen to fruit, or by bl:ghts be undone, 


Can ſhe be undone, whom I venture to praiſe? 
The bloom of her race, and the pride of her days! 
At her frown, it ſhe trowns, ev'ry Satyr lhall fall, 
While her {miles ſhall fix Virtue at Old Sapie-Ha/?, 


( 92 1 


T:0 i 


ON STREWING HER WITH RosESs IN BEo, 


JUNE 19, 1774. 


8 I TH many a day I've not ſeen, 
A day quite ſo golden and gay; 

My ſhrubs werd; a beautiful green, 
And Robin he Yang on the ſpray. 


The flow'rs ſhed a fragrant perfume, 
The ſun had not kiſs'd off their dew : 
The bees left their hives for the bloom, 


And laden with fruits, they withdrev . 


The Fairies trip'd over my green, 


The Dryads they danc'd in the grove : 


The ſparrows alone were obſcene, 
No 1ecret they made of their love. 


With care I ſtole forth from my bed, 
My Pollia was lulPd in repoſe, 

Her cheeks with a crimſon were ſpread, 
Her breath was as 1weet as a raſe. 


I kiſs'd her, I bleis'd her in ſleep, 
And ſoftly withdrew from her fide ; 
I parted wich many a peep ; 
For few have ſo lovely a bride. 
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The air of the garden was ſweet, 
The ſmell of the flowrets was fine ; 

In them e'en no beauties could meet, 
That I could entitle divine. 


Alone I declare her divine : 
As Hebe ſhe's ſmiling and fair; 
To me ſhe's at once all the Nine 
Indeed, the's without a compare ! 


My mind with a fancy was pleas'd, 
To ſtrew her with Roſes aſleep ! 

All the ſweets in my garden I leas'd, 
And loft to her bed-room did creep: 


I found my ſweet boy in her arms, 
Like Czp:id the urchin appear'd ; 
Not FYenus, the mother of charms, 
More charmingly ever endear'd. 


He play'd with her ringlets of hair, 
And kiſs'd her with kiſſes fo pure! 

He was brown, and that made her more fair, 
Yet he was her ſweet miniature. 


This ſcene was a tranſport of joy ! 
No Elyfium can ever give more ; 
Not Yenus, her Doves, and her Boy, 
Surpaſs'd them on Cypria's ſhore, 


A mos 
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A moment I watch'd, when the youth 
With tranſport was glew'd in her arms: 

When preſs'd on her raſpberry mouth, 
Not contcious of fears or alarms, 


The Roſes I ftrew'd on the pair; 
The boy he was pleas'd with the jeſt, 
And where that her boſom was bare, 


He rudely the Roſes impreſs'd. 


Ye Gods ! who indulge us with love, 
And give us that love without thorn, 

J intreat you, ſuch raptures improve, 
And give us each day ſuch a morn ! 


PARISH | Ty 
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An old TATLE in VE ISE. 


1 b H E Parſon of a pleafant village, 

Who'd other tythes belides of tillage, 

Being in a merry mood one day, 

Thus to his Clerk did gayly ſay : 

„ Uriah, I am told thou art 

A fornicating Clerk at heart, 

| Now, if thou'lt own the Dames thou'ſt kiſs'd, 

I'll tell thee honeſtly my liſt.” 

With all my ſoul (the Clerk replies) 

Old Nick take him the firſt that lies.” 

To prove their work they eager go, 

Each takes his deſk—and as each Doe 

Comes into church, he who has known 

The Lady gay, or fair, or brown, 

. Muſt ſtroke his chin, and call out, Hem / 

And t'other muſt reply, Amen“ | 

The Clerk, thus leaning on his pſalms, 

The Parſon without any qualms, 

Lolls on his bible, waiting keen, 

To hem at the firſt lady icen. 

The 'ſquire's wife, demure and fly, 

Enters the firit : the Parſon's eye 

Fixes on her—he hems, Another, 

Supporting of her aged mother, 

Attracts the Farſon's quick attention; 

Twice he hem d fhall not mention 1 
ns 


LY 
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The qualities, and generous faces, 
Of all the Parſon's village graces : 
Suffice it then to ſay, Eleven 


Came in; he hem the Clerk ſaid, ** Teaven 1" 


Twelve more appear*d—he did afford 
Twelve hems —Uriah cry'd, O Lord!“ 
Next was the lawyer's wife—a fair one 


He Hemi - the Clerk cry'd, ** Thou'rt a rare one!“ 


At length, quite ſober, fleck and thin, 
The Parſon's pretty wife came in. 
The Parſon /em'd—the Clerk hen too; 


« Zounds ! (cries the Prieſt) that can't be true? 


« Not true! why not? you may condemn, 
But Old Nick have Me. But tis hom Fas 
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WRITTEN IN 1774. 


—_— of the Swed;/h Polar Star, 
Hight Cynoſura ſtill, 


The Ur/a minor—lefler bear, 
That leads my Doctor Hill. 


Is it thy phyſick or thy rhime, 
Thy tincture or thy pill, 

Or all, which reach'd the Swed:/fþ 4 
To raids the name of Hill ? 


Or could thy rhime the Girls ſeduce 
Of Aganippe's rill, 

To ſtuff with ſage a claſſick gooſe, 
And roaſt that gooſe for Hill? 


Or did thy bright dramatic parts 
With wonder Seder fill, 

That thou haſt drawn the royal hearts 
To honour Doctor Hul? 


„„ A few days fince Dr. Hill was inveſted with the order of 
« Knichthood, by the Swedith Ambaſſador, and yeſterday ap- 
« peared at Court in the Enſigas of the Order, now Sir John 
6 Hill,” = New bat 


VorL. Il. O | Inſpefor, 
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Injpefor, Adlor, Botanift, 
Or each, or all at will: 
Was it, Oh, ſay ! this motley liſt 
Which rais'd the Proteus Hi? 


For who at once can ſimples cull, 
Compound, compoſe with kill ; 
Who is at once fo ſage ſo dull, 
So large —ſo ſmall as Hill? 


How parts muſt dart into the North, 
How ſhine in climes ſo chill! 

What proof is this of modeſt worth 
In learned Doctor Hill? 


Ye Bards ! the Knight of Sweden ſing, 


Record him with the quill ! 
Ye Mules, choiceſt ſimples bring 
To learned Doctor Hill! 


At Bayes-wwater enthron'd he ſits 
Beneath his leaden ſtill; 

That monument o'er Modern Wits 
Firſt graces Doctor Hill. 


Bard of Bardana - wond'rous wight, 
Doth verſe and herbs diſtill; 

And both will eaſe, tho? e'er ſo tight, 
When made by Doctor Hill. 


Oh! 
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Oh! at his name my bowels yearn— 
Midwife of Rhime, I'm ill! 
Pm ground as if I'd paſs'd the quern, 
In praiſing Doctor Hill. 


No more, no more, from head to toe 
I ſwim, diſſolve, and thrill; 

I'm all Tarantula—and Roe, 
I'm bit by Doctor Hill. 


T ſkip, I dance, as he inſpires, 
Or Lyd:an meaſures trill ; 

I'm ices now—now blazing fires, 
Boil'd—fſtary*d—by Doctor Hul 


No Cayenne gizzard is ſo hot, 
Which Tomkins? Cook doth grill; 
None boils the Heliconian pot 
Like motley Doctor H:/, 


He is Apollo's Serjeant Ate, 
And doth young Poets drill, 


To ſcan their fingers left and right; 
So tactical is Hill / 


Poor 1s the Bard who gives this rhime, 
And empty 1s his till; 

Yet, could his verſe reach Sweden's clime, 
He might be dubb'd like Hi, 
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To be a Knight! ye Kings, I'd be, 
As gay and volatile 
As any Knight of low degree, 
Like Sweden's Doctor Hill. 


Nay, nay, neglect not thus your Bard, 
But place that utenfil 


Upon my head, with like regard 
You gay't to Doctor Hul. 


Then, when it ſtreams adown my face, 
1 he Helicon I'll ſwill; 


As did with true Falernian grace 
The knighted Sir Fobn Hill! 


Now, recreant Knight, can'ſt thou refule, 
In thy laſt codicil, 

A ſmall reward unto the Muſe 

That carrol'd Sir John Hill ” 


To 


1.0: M. GARNI 


ON A PARTY GOING BY WATER TO SEE His 


VILLA AT HamyeTONe. 


BELL-INN, Ar HAurrox, JULY 25, 1774. 
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NI Y two Sibyl ſiſters, myſelf, and my wife, 

My pleaſant concerns, and my paſtimes of lite, 

Are fafcly arriv'd, to pay court to Dan Garrick, 

Who cannot treat them, as once treated by Var. 
AO a 

Nut not to riſk matters, we've had ſince our row, 

A fleak from the rump of the ancient dun cow. 

And now, gentle Sir, if you'll not be oftended, 

Our viſit to you is politely intended: 

To look at your <hakepeare, your garden, and 
houſe, 

Without an intention of harming a mouſe. 

Your 11t-ſhell of ſweets is what we with to ice, 

Not trouble your Exe or for coffee or tea. 


„ Crrrict's verſes voon Lord Forty: 2 nviieto 6,2 2 8 
ar the Caſile. 
« He-inew'd them Cs pot, but he gave ten? 16 1592) 
« No meat would his Lordi attow ; 
"NE lf Ry 5 CCC 
© [431-4 they had knaw'd the uidaulce bog „ No 
« Or the ribs of the fam. Don Cov. 
** 
V 0 1 
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We'll viſit your Eden without any harm 

Believe me, I've neither enchantment or charm, 
But if your ſmooth tongue to my Lady makes ſuit, 
You're ſuch a ſweet Devil, you'll make her eat fruit, 


LOkkD 94ND W1:0C.H 
ASKED A CERTAIN 


JVC 


SF HE COULD MAKE AN 
EPIGRAM oN TRE NAVAL REVIEW 


„Hic HE HAD PRESENTED AND REPRE=» 
SENTED FOR His MaJjEsTY's 


AMUSEMENT 3 


Taz SEA-WIT ANSWERED, 


Do 116: Naumachiam, tu das Epigrammata nobis. 


A Spithead fight—not worth a damn! 
And there, my Lord's my Epigram / 


M Y Lord, you gave a fight in ſham, 
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AN EPIST L100 
MAJOR THOMPSON, 


WRITTEN OH 2 


TOUR TrHrRovcunh YORKSHIRE Axpo 
DERBYSHIRE, 


JuNE 20, 1782, 
MA T-L OC E;- . 


Reruzxy from Guiana, and conquer'd the 
Dutch, 

To ſee native Humber my paſſion was ſuch, 

That I whip'd on a chaiſe both my baggage and 
trunks; 


Left play-houſes, poets, peers, princes, and punks, 


And rolPd thro? the duſt like old Je and Fehr, 
Leaving Emma in London, dear Major, “ to fee you. 
And therefore, pray place this to love and allection, 
And not to the folly of trying Election : 

For who'd be a Candidate, tell me, for Hall, 
Unleſs of hard dollars he had a ſhip full ? 


Major T-omp/7n of the 43d Regiment, reſident in the village 
of Nunn, in Torthire 


And 


E 

And Brib'ry's become now ſo fatal a trade, 
That it ſoon melts a Member as thin as a thade : 
Lord Robert's * a prooſ—to onſtituents a flave ; 
Undone, and laid faſt on his bick in the grave, 
A man upon Patriot Virtue would ſtarve l— 
The Virtue of Hull was extinguiil'd with Ma wel! / 
No Hothams have we to ſtand forth on the walls, 
Aud turn a deaf ear to a King,+ when he calls: 
The Virtue of Hull is laid low in the dull, 
Tho its Honour's by Maſen protected from ruſt. 
Yes, {weet plcaſing Bard, ſhall thy poeſy live, 
While Humber her waters to Ocean ſhall give; 
Aud Youths yet unborn ſhall all hallow the clay 
That covers the Poet, the Muſe—not the Lay, 
No; thy Lays ſhall be handed from father to ton, 
And with Waggoner Pherton burniſh and run: 
The Bard ſhall be hallow*'d, the Verſes be read, 
Till Chaos returns, and bald Time fliall be dead : 
No, nor then ſhall the ſoul of the poeſy die, 
For Angels ſhall bear every Ode to the tky ; 
E'en \weet Saint Cecilia will Koop from her cloud, 
To join with her finger the melody loud ; 
And the Mufes a wreath bring from Heticor's Font, 
Which Milton and Marvel! mall bind round his front. 
But the chaite now is harneſs'd, and brought to the 

door | 
I want an excuſe, for my compliment's poor; 
Lord Ro et Manne, uncle to the Date of Adiand 


+ Carte tne Firſt commonded and mend Sir Jen Houbam 
to. ut reader the place, l. en the gzilegt Knight ro uſed. 
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so drive on to Lincoln, my Muſe is a ſpinſter, 
And may learn ſome decorum by ſeeing the 
Minſter ; i 
And indeed 'tis but right to be cautious in all, 
For the Devil o'er Lincoln ſees things great and 
{mall ; 
And, may we believe the fair Ladies of York, 
They give Mr. Devil great plenty of work. 
I would advance up, but the party below 
Compel me to filence, and force me to go; 
Tho? for wrangling Belles I do not care a tittle, 
From the wife of the Dean to the hoſteſs at Spurtie— 
And the has a tongue that would ſerve for a ſteeple, 
If the church had no bells, to tummons the people. 
At Þrigg too, poor Mrs. O' Fagan was civil, 
But ſhe look'd, gentle creature, as black as a 
devil. | | 
The Doctor with appetite enter'd the houſe, 
But at fight of the Widow, ſheer'd off like a mouſe. 
We drove without Madam Lo?'s paſſion for turning, 
She look'd like an Heretick—fitted for burning. 
When we came to the houſe on the fide of the 
| Humber, | 
The boats came from Hull, and deliver'd their 
lumber : 
Sheep, fillies, and women; hogs, aſſes, and men, 1 
From hill, bog, and wold ; from the marſh, and 


the fen. | 
My friend, Mrs. Nicho/ſor (Heaven protect her, 
„ For Surgeon or Poet ſhall never diſſect her) 
Vok. II. P She 
0 | 
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She ſaid I look'd well — was grown hearty, and 
fuller, 

But alas! that I'd loſt all my hair,“ and my colour. 

The remark was but crude, tho* the ſaying was 
Juſt, 

For the ſun of Guiana had tarniſh'd the duſt. 

Such plain downright compliments never can daz- 
zle, 

So we enter'd the Boat, and puſh'd over to Hazzle, 

Croſs'd Ferriby Banks, and the Village fo fair, 

Where my youth ſoftly canter'd, nor knew it a 
care : 

For I ſigh when I think of the growth of my fins, 

Since I quitted Nurſe Dichſn, and Ferriby Wins. 

The child is ungrateful that draws not his purſe, 

To ſmooth the laſt hours of a kind, tender Nurſe: 

For thoſe paps which thou ſpar'd'ſt me, to lull me 
to reſt, 

May'ſt thou find a ſoft pillow on Mrabam's breaſt. 

Let us paſs old Tom. B******,, and grinning Sir 


Harry, 
Surpriz'd how one lives, and how t'other ſhould 
marry ! | 


Hence Boy, drive along, for I hate all reflections, 
Unleſs on Attornies, and knaves at elections. 
Here's Welton before us, Ouze, Humber, and Trent, 
And Williamſor's Villa—the Man of Content; 


* My hair fell off on my arrival at Porrſmorh, though in per- 
fect health; which I attributed to relaxation, by the violent per- 
ſpiration in G://ana ; for I had no difcafe in tliat country. 
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A gay new creation ſprung out of the earth, 
Which Nature, and Fancy, and Fortune gave birth. 
I have rang'd all the world, and I once but beheld 
Its equal—in England 'tis unparallePd : 
Cyntra may be ſuperior, and Matloc may vie, 
With her rocks and capt mountains, which knock 
the low ſky ; \ a 
Put range England through, and examine it well, 
There's no other place can its beauties excell ! 
Three rivers ſpread out their white generous arms, 
Aud Lincolnſhire ſhews all her boſom of charms. 
Nor is foul Lady Auderſon's Hole here unkind, 
It attracts every ſtorm of rain, thunder, and wind. 
The Minſters of Lincoln and York ſtand confeſt, 
Hull and Beverley Eaſt, and low Howden full Weſt ;; 
Hill and vale, corn and paſture, dreſs'd hedges and 
wood, 
And fleets of ſmall veſſels, which glide on the flood. 
'Theſe beauties invite all the Maids of the Shire, 
And they too are Beauties all eyes may admire; 
For ul, it thy County denies thee great ſenſe, 
To feminine virtue few have thy pretence. 
It is here the chaite Virgins of ſmooth Velton Dale, 
Meet their Swains, to attend to the Lovers? ſoft 
tale ; | 
And Wiſdom more ſober, here finds a retreat, 
Which the Mutcs have chote for their Claſſical ſeat ; 
While the Fays and the Fazres, in bright moon-light 
eves. | 
Repeat their iy jeſts, when trick'd out in gay 


6 
leaves: 


P 2 And 


1 | 

And while in high glee they enjoy the above, 
They gratefully hallow the Sire of the Grove, 
In the midſt of theſe ſweets a Retreat is prepar'd, 
For the brave, honeit Major, who's happily pair'd; 
A box of delights—'tis a ſhow-glaſs of joys, 
Where the ente of a Mother gives charms to her 

Boys, 
The genuine pledges and bleſſings of life, 
For few have ſuch children, and leſs ſuch a wife! 
But Jacoba bring out, leſt | fing file and rank, 
For I can't go to Dr, nor call at Hul!-Baxk : 
Hull-Bank! | revere all that's under thy roof; 
Yet if thoſe kind Lares who govern thy woof, 
Would weave but my ſtory, or lift up my pray'r, 
They would pity the Poet, but make her their 


care; 
For ſure ſuch a Nymph, fince fair Eve, ne'er was 
found, 


Where ſhe ſmiles, it is Heaven and Eden around! 
Ye Muſes, no more! for tuch Graces are magick, 
And what ſhe made comick ſhall not be made tra- 
„ ieck. 
See Beverley Minſter, the chiſici's firſt pride, 
Where the Percy; have liv'd, and the Whartons have 
dy'd ! | 
Yet I fear that the Ar may be left in the lurch, 
It they bring any more of the latter to church. 
Farewell, ye chaſte ſcenes of my juvenile days, 
Your beovties and panimes deierve greater praiſe ; 
Thy muffins, thy ginge-bread, and lozenges tweet, 
Which I i:ways pieter'd to my books and my meat; 


* * „ 
Ihy 
5 
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Thy W:f-awoed, thy Beck, and clear England Springs, 
W here boys waſh their a—, and linnets their wings; 
Where naked I've ran thro? thy meads, and thought 
no ill, 
Kindly dry'd by Miſs Aura,* for want of a towel ; 


Where, in ſpite of the water, my heart, quick as 
tinder, 


By fair Sally Ingram was burnt to a cinder, 

Sweet Sal.y, adieu! and it claſp'd in Deaths arms, 

Thrice hallow'd the ſod be, which covers thy 
charms. 


But the ſcene how it brightens ! fair Emma ap- 

pears ! | 

Who, like Hebe, renews all ber charms with her 
years; 

But not like the vot'ries of Farren and Baily, 

Whoſe lillies and roſes bloom nightly and daily. 

Hence, away my dear Nymph, to the mountains 
let's fly, 

The mountains of Derby, that rife to the ſky ! 

At Matioct we'll top, and with Loveit + regale, 

Twelve penn'orth ꝓ of meat, and three penn'orth 
of ale, 

Which for cleanneſs and quiet, may rival the globe, 

Here Faſhion can't ſhew her fantaſtical robe. 


L Arr. 
+ The joils Maſter of the Inn. 


„ The orlce of rhe O. d-nary. 


Like 
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Like the Ark, here the clean and the unclean re- 
pair, 
The water to try, or imbibe the pure air: 
The old and the young, the green maiden, and 
lover, | 
The parſon, the blackſmith, the tanner, and glover; 
The captain, the banker; all things of all kinds, 
Some made without perions, and ſome without 
minds; 
And the hoſt and the hoſteſs ſo free live from peſts, 
They're a pattern of conjugal love to their gueſts, 
Ah, Matlock ! for ever ſhalt thou by my theme, 
Where wy nights I have paſs'd in the ſolace of 
dream, 
And my days with my rod on the banks of thy 
ſtream. 
Ye Muſes! on Matlock J court ye to ſtay, 
It cannot be irkſome on Dertucut to ſtray; 
For her meadows and mountains ſo famous are 
grown, 
You need not be aſhamed to call them your own. 
Tho? the Siſters on Pizdus and Helicon fing, 
Where Pegaſus ſails with the Belles on the wing; 
Yet the Maidens of Matlocꝶ can ſing o'er the loom, 
And all her Old Women can ride on the broum. 
What picture of Nature can vie with this ſcene ? 
What waters, like theſe, controvert ev'ty ſpleen ? 
Adieu! ye chiite ſcenes -I munt hence to the wars, 
And bleſs'd be the tingers which poliſh thy ſpars. 
But poſt-boy avait ! Let us ſtop here the chaiſe, 
For Chatſworth deſerves Loth our wonder and pre; 
Where 


e 
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Where bright burniſh'd windows ſo brilliantly rufh 
On the orbs of the eye, that the fun he may bluſh ! 
And waters, ſo nicely contrived to pleaſe, 

That they piſs in your viſage from lyons and trees, 
Thrice luckleſs the Duke who ſpent money and 


care, 

To make all this nonſenſe, when Der:vent was 
there ! 

There is room in the houſe, and the cielings are 
high ; 


The furniture? s old, and of Tudors ſupply. 

In ſhort, altogether it look'd like a place 

That never diverted the Duke or her Grace; 

And indecd it would not be a damnable fin, 

It the ſtag's horns without were all hung up within. 

There's nought in the houſe, faith, that merits a 
mention 

There's nought that deſerves eden a common atten- 
tion, 

But the woe-begone ſuit of ſad, ſmooth regal 
rooms, 

Where the fair Rueen of Scots * firſt erected her 
looms, 

Thrice 


The furniture of the apartments, worked by Aary Quecn of 
Scot, are ſtill ſhewn, with a teſpect becoming her memory, She 
was removed from Bolton Cajile to Chat worth, under the care of 
the Counteſs of Shrgwſbrry, and the remained here cywards of 
ſcventeen years, when the was conveyed to Ti, and from 
thence io Fotheringay; where, we are allured, ſhe was beheaded. 
But as cvery proceeding of Egal, ative ty this unfortunate 

Princeſs, 


of | 
Thrice hallow'd the bed be thy fair fingers wove, 
And ſacred the turf too thou preſs'd*ft in the grove ! 
And Oh, beauteous Princeſs ! thy Poet believe, 
Who thy woes and misfortunes for ever will grieve ; 


Who 


Princeſs, was private, dark, ambiguous, revengefol, and cree!, 
we can belicve any finiſler methods uftd by her to blind the pub- 
lick, who were partial to the misfortunes of her roval pritoner : 
for when the Bu /þ Queen could pr: pole to her Secretary Pari 
to have her murdered privately, might ſhe not alfo contrive to 
have her behcaded at Tutu, and report it was at Fotheringay, 
and bury her at Peter$5reugh, to elude and evade her friends, aud 
to prevent viſitors, and reſentments. When the Hiſtorians of her 
life were ſo ill informed as not to know her long impriſonment 
was at Chai/wortb, might they not have been equally deluded, b. 
the report of her death at Fotberingoy. When I vifted Tut ,, 
they ſhewed me, in the Caſtle, the place of her execution; aud 
I read her name on various parts of a wall, compoſed of a white 
marble, that formed the room; and what ſerved more to {trengther 
this traditional opinion, there was living in the Village one A-- 
bert Berken, a taylor, aged 100 years, healthful, ſtrait, freſh- 
coloured, and active: He ſaid, when he was young, he Knew 2 
man of the ſame parith that was aged too years, who remember- 
ed the plague at Tutbury Caſilr ; and by him he underfiood, thai 
the Queen came there from (hat/wrch, and was therem executed. 
Mr. Hardy, a pupil of Sir 7% Reynold's, drew his portrait, at 
my requeſt, and amazingly well, and like. The ages of thete 
two men came within 26 years of the period of her murder, and 
ſo bloody a tale muſt have been recent in all memories, and ſtrong 
upon all tongues. Though I give thefe rerorts, I leave the 
Reader to decide on the probability of the circumfitance. But to 
return to Chatſworth, which was, beyond a doubt, the place of 
her long impriſonment ; but where ſhe had the indulgences of 
walking and riding about the country, and where we hear of her 
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Who warmly ſtands forth in defence of thy fame, & 
And brands with detraction Z#zabeth's name, 


With 


vißt to Brxtm:, and read there on a pane of glaſs, a claſſick di- 
ſtich, adapted by her to her misfurtuncs. 

Buxtona, ge call cel brobere meine hm,“: 

Forte mibi paſihac non educnda wall. 


Thy Baths, bleak Brixton, ſhall thy Fame renew, 
To which with grief I ſigh—a long adieu! 


She alfd cailed that curious incruſted Pillar in Pook's- Helo by het 
name, Which is now ſhewn, and called the Nreen of Scars Pillar ; 
and which will remain, as long as Nature laſls, a cold monumen* 
of her fame and misfortunes, —Count Tallrd, who was here a 
priſoner, ſaid, when he returned to Fance, “ he ſhould not 
reckon the days he ſpent at Charſworth in his captivity.” Happy 
had it been for the Royal Stůam to have faid the fame. Calle 
C:iber, on à viſit to the Duke of Devo /Þires left two remarkable 
memorandoms behind him—““ That thouph he was very near 
breaking his neck, by the badneſs of the roads, in getting to 
Chat/wworth, yet he was much nearer breaking his heart to leave 
it.” ”—W hich was a well-turned compliment to his Grace, and 
perhaps better than the {ubſcquent Verſes, written in the Bowling- 
green Houſe, to the miſeries of this unfortenate Queen, 


« When Scotlund's Quren, her native realm expell'd, 
& In ancient Charfworth was a Captive held, 

« Had then the Pile to ſuch new charms arriv'd, 

« Happier the Capei2ie, than the Queen, had liv'd. 

« What tears in pity of her fate could rife, 

«© That found the Fugitive in Parad:/c /”? 


Since I wrote this Epiſtle, I have been pleaſed to ſati; faction, 
on Dr. Sant becoming the able champion of her cauſe ; who has 
clearly, nobly, and g:acroutly refcucd her fame trum that dithoe 
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With thoſe pale, later cowards, aſſaſſins in ink, 

Who could not look on her than the tun, and not 
wink, | 

Buchanan and Robertſon, Furies obſcene, 

More ſharp than the axe e'en, which butcher'd their 
Queen ! 

Whom fingers unborn in black colours ſhall paint, 

Who mangl'd an Angel, and murder'd a Saint! 

Away from theſe ſcenes, where Queen Mary was 
ſtay'd, 

Unhallow'd the roof is, and noxious the ſhade ! 


nour that prior Hiftorians had cruelly and careleſsly uſed again! 
her character. The dead are never fo forgotten by the living, but 
ſome virtuous man devotes himſelf to redeem their injured repu- 
tations ; and even at ſo long a period, the good muſt applaud Dr. 
Stuart, and triumph with him, over the unnatural enemies of th. 

iUuſtrious Ween of Score, | 


THE 
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1 N days of yore, when Charles was King, 
And dignify'd his whores, | 
f Did foggy Fan Trump dare to bring 
| In Thames his Belgick Boors ; | 


But then we had a Duke of York, 
Who cut the Dutchmen up like pork ! 


F Ole Thames in dudgeon fled his ſhore ; 

d Pray'd Breeches might not ſave 

The Caitifts, who durſt paſs the Nore, 
From an untimely grave. 

"he God was heard, we ſaw his rump, 

Ihe /atter end of poor Jun Trump! 


Tho“ Frenchmen ſwagger, dance, and ſwear, 
Their li! hes we will blait ; 

If Hain brings her Armada here, 
Her Flota we'll diſmaſt; 

For what can bear the double blow, 

Ot KRediq gaunt, and gallant Fowe / 


Altho* four foes our Iſle ſurround, 
And fling their thunders wide, 
This to our glory ſhall reſound, 5 
And tumulate our pride: 
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Twill make our honour more compleat, 
ro we ſhall have the more to beat. 


Then lay aſide domeſtic jars, 
And every heart deiy 
The force of fuur tremendous wars, 
And bravely fight or die! 
Nor can the world in arms, ſubdue, 
If England to herſelf is true. 


HORNED TRUTHS, | 


A . { 
METHoDIZED fox MARINERS, 1783. 
A SAILOR's a Cuckold, a Cuckold mutt be, 7 


As will every poor fellow that follows the Sea; 
For while he ploughs the ocean for riches and fame, 
Some tawdry young coxcomb will tickle his Dame. 


Be afſtur'd, brother Tars, if you ſail when you're 
5 


wed, wy 
You provide for your friends both a wife and a bed. 


The Ancients themſelves have oft prov'd it bore, 
And Heroes and Bards have been dup*d by a Whorez 
Yet galour and ſenſe, tho? in both they have led, 
Were never ſuthicient to ſive a man's head: 
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It was ue joke on. each conjugal Nan, 


One cye would content her as ſoon as ont Mun. 


There was fair Mrs. Helen, 4 ſhe ran off to Troy, 
And Paris he tickl'd her je ne ſcat quoi 

There was Cæſar and Pozpey, men not to be ſcorned, 
And Malboro' and Milton were both of them horned: l 
Dan Dryden was lucky, but not in the ſcold, ö 
For poor Mrs, Dryden; was ugly and old. 1 


Old Homer made ballads, and thoſe he would fing, 1 
But to ſell them was led by a dog in a ſtring ; | 
His wife ſhe made matches, and fold them in Greere, R 
And a brim/ione ſhe was, tho“ a clathcal Piece. i. 
But Homer was blind, and could not fee his way 1 
She made him a reck'ning no Poet could pay. | 


| Old Jaſon, that wonderful Captain of Greece, 
Went out, like our Ax/ou—and brought home a 
..: - Fleece; 
But alas ! while they tought with men, monkeys, 
and care, | 
Their Ladies were hit by their friends to a hair. 


* Uous Jhering vir fic! ? ccyus illud 


Exmrqub.s, ut bc oculo coca fe ung. 


+ The wiſe of Mr. Mundus; but he was as ill uſed as Lord 


Caen or Lord arten. 


i Drycer's intended Epitaph tor his Wife: 


lere lick my Wie 8 Eee let hei lie, 


Noc fret a rei, and to ami. 


5 
5 


When 


i 


When you wed, leave the ſeas, but have plenty of 
riches, 

Which alone can maintain the fob-fame of the 
Breeches, 


Dar Adam, if we may the ſtory believe, 

Was curſedly us'd by the Pew! and Exe. 

He cuckold too Orpteres, thut wonderful Scraper, 
And Churchill was beat by the yard of a Draper. 
Then Sailors live fingle, aud follow the ſport, 
And embrace a new Mulfcis in every port. 


Os CAPTAIN FIELDING. 


A MAN ſo haughty, that he ſcem'd to be 
Earth's proudeſt Giant, or the God of Sca: 

Stiff in conceit, but never in the right; 

That Vice and Virtue took, like Day and Night, 
Wich him their ſtations, and like pσ did ſtand 
With pant or pray'r- booł to preſent his hand. 
Before his ſhip could croſs a league of main, 
Icy pray and fwear—then pray and ſwear again: 
Firſt, all for chaſtity and wite, then punk, 

Now a great Mariiuct, and now a Monk! 

A life of arrogince, fin, whim, and pride, 
Which, when they fail'd to prop him, Fielding dy'd. 
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| | | 
| Wu EN great guns are laid up, and round | 
ſhot's pil'd in heaps, N 
ö 


Mayn't a Sailor come- to in the Harbour of Bliſs ? 
Tho' his hammock's laſh'd up, yet as ſaugly he 
| fleeps 
In lavender ſheets, in the arms of his Miſs, 

When the War 1s no more, 
Oh, how pleaſant the ſhore, 
To daſh away prize-money head over heels ! 
| To never ſtand ſtill, 
On valley or hill, 
But laugh at old Ocean, and fail upon wheels. 


O happy, thrice happy the Tar, 
To leave the loud tempeſt of War ! 
Yet to ſteer ſuch a courſe, 
Not to empty his purſe ; 
That when called again 
To ſerve on the Main, 
He may chearful refign the indulgence of land ; 
And ſtill with a figh, | 
Bid his Beauty good-b'ye, 
tho? the half, ſtifl'd tear on her cheek takes its flandy 
Afraid to ſubdue 
His ſwol'n heart with Adi. 
„he looks all her forcows, and waves her white hand. 
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P RAVE R is the mann of the Soul, 
It chears us o'er the pathleſs ſea ; 

It warms us at the frozen pole, 
It makes us with ourſelves agree: 

It makes the ſoul and body kind, 

It charms the heart, it lifts the mind ! 
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